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CHAPTER I 

Babbaba Linwood pulled down the roll-top 
of her ^ype-writing desk and rose to her feet. 
The action was symbolic. It was the ritual 
which brought to an end her working day. 
The click of the lock was the signal which 
heralded those blessed hours which belonged 
to herself. 

She gave a quick glance round the little 
cubby hole which represented the. pride of 
the business girl — a room of her own. Prom 
a dispatch case she drew a number of papers, 
put them in an envelope which she sealed 
and addressed. Then she took from a peg 
a navy blue coat and a plain, broad brimmed 
hat. These she put on in front of a small 
mirror, with a critical glance which was not 
one of disapproval. These formaUties com- 
pleted, Barbara Linwood left the offices of 
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M©^a^.Kerglftnd& Co., Contractors, Victoria 
Street; ■'■'■■ "•■ - 

The aged caretaker, to whom she said 
" Good-night," looked after her with a toler- 
ant smile. He did not hold with this new 
generation of young women who took import- 
ant posts hitherto held -by males, but if 
there were to be business girls he liked them 
to be smart and capable, and good-looking, 
and Barbara Linwood was all three. 

The caretaker approved of her slim grace- 
ful figure and of the way she clad it in well 
cut garments. He approved of her brown 
hair, with its strands of gold, of her piquant 
mouth, and merry dark eyes. He had con- 
fessed to himself that it did his heart good to 
hear her talk, and Barbara never passed • 
him without contributing to the welfare of 
that organ. She was a happy, efficient girl 
of the world, and the world was the better 
for her having lived in it for twenty-one years. 

Having reached the street Barbara Linwood 
glanced to the right and to the left, and 
then with a radiant smUe hurried forward. 
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" Have I kept you waiting long ? I" 
know I'm horribly late. I simply couldn't 
get finished in time. You are a dear not 
to scold me." 

The man thus complimented showed no 
desire to scold. A cynical observer might 
have scoSed at his air of arrogant proprietor- 
ship, arguing that the days are gone when 
by putting a ring on a girl's finger a man 
made her his chattel, but such an observer 
would not have understood the look of 
ardent eagerness in Alan Kennedy's very 
honest blue ©yes. 

"I've only got to register this packi^," 
she went on, " and then I can forget the 
office. What diall we do this evening ? " 

" I suggest an early dinner in Soho and 
then a theatre. What would you like to 
see ? " replied the man, 

" Can you afiord it ? " 

" Rather.- I found out to-day that my 
bank balance is actually two pounds more 
than I thought it was. We simply must get 
rid of that twopounds." 
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" Don't forget we go shares." 

" Not this time, please. The possession 
of so much money is too severe a respon- 
sibility for me. I must get rid of it." , 

" We shall never save up enough to get 
married if you go on lite this," laughed the 
girl. 

" Oh, yes, we shall. And before so very 
long, too ! What sort <rf a day have you 
had?" 

" Pretty busy. I had to type the estimate 
for the Great North Branch line. It £lled 
simply acres of sheets. I do so hope our 
firm gets the contract. They tell me it'll 
put us on our feet if we do. Things are 
rather shaky as it is." 

" That's a pretty common compUunt," 
said the man, grimly. " Some of the Great 
North business would do me a lot of good 
as well." 

" I hinted as much to Mr. Rutland^ you 
know," Barbara reminded him. 

" Rutland wouldn't do me a good turn 
to save his life, and you know why, Babs. 
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He'll never forgive me for bagging you, old 
girl. ^ I wish to blazes he wasn't your 
chief." 

" Oh, he's all right in the ofl&ce, Alan. 
And he's an awfully clever business man. 
He's worked out this estimate all by hinweU." 

" That's nothing ! " cried Alan Kennedy, 
loftily. 

*' Oh, yes it is. It comes to a tremendous 
lot of money." 

" Tdareeay." 

" A hundred and twenty-five thousand 
six hundred and ninety-three pounds seven 
and ninepence.' ' 

" Some contract," smiled Kennedy. 
'* You've got it pretty pat, too. What's 
the seven and nine for ? A viaduct ? " 

Barbara laughed. " I think Mr. Butluid 
meant that seven and ninepence as a 
joke." 

" He's got a nice sense of humour." 

" Well, he thinks it'll show that he's 
worked out the estimate to the last penny. 
I believe there's very little profit in the 
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contract. But we simply must get it. . . .. 
I shan't be a moment, dearest." 

They had arrived at the Post Office- 
Barbara Linwood hurried inside. She returned 
with the receipt for the package in her purse. 

" Now, my. darling," she cried, " I shall 
simply love to do anything you suggest." 
She pressed his arm. 

" I wonder how other girls get along with- 
out you ! " she whispered. 

The Soho dinnOT was a merry , one ; the 
piece at the Piccadilly, viewed fronl the 
dress circle, was bright and amusing — ^there 
was now a big hole in Alan Kennedy's two 
pounds — and a taxi cab bore them to Bar- 
bara's tiny flat in WestminstCT. 

In the cab each became silent. These 
halcyon evenings spent in each other's 
company had this inevitable fault — ^they " 
came to an end so soon. As time passed 
the intervals that separated these evenings 
became irksome. They were shoes out of 
their lives. They represented private com- 
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partments into whioh each other withdrew, 
and was not to be followed by the other. 

" I want to make money quick," said the 
man, suddenly. " A lot of money quick. 
And then when I drive you home I shan't 
have to go away and leave you, for your 
home will be mine, too. Sometimes I think 
I shall never make any headway." 

" Of course you will. Everybody who 
knows you says it is only a matter of time." 

"A matter' of time! That's the tragedy 
of it. Every day that keeps me from you 
is a day wasted. Besides, I hate to think 
of you cooped up in a beastly office and " 

" Oh, Alan, it isn't a beastly office, and you 
know I love the work. Things might be 
ever so much worse." 

" They might be a dashed lot better. If 
I coxdd only lay my hands on even a hundred 
or two at the moment " 

"Yes?"' 

" Wellj I could double it. There are 
opportunities going just now that may never 
occur again. Take the Great North Railway, 
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for example. Now, if I'd a little capital " 

*' Have pati^ce, dear old boy." 

" It's easy to talk," grumbled the man. ' 

" Is it any easier for you than for me ? " 
asked Barbara, quietly. 

He was immediately contrite. 

" I'm a selfish beast, sweetheart," he cried. 
" I'm always thinking of myself. Of oourae, 
it's as bad for you. Not quite, though. 
There's heaps of fellows far, far better than 
I about, but there's only one you in aU tlje 
world. Barbara," he turned to her quicklyj 
" I couldn't bear to loae you, Barbara." 

She drew him towards her. 

" And I do not think I could Uve without 
you, Alan," she whispered. Her eyes were 
shining. Her lips trembled in their smile. * ' So 
we're quits ! " she said, softly. " We've got to 
keep on waiting, for we can't do without each 
other. Isn't that very wonderful ! I needed . 
you and you needed me, and so we met." 

""And so we met," he repeated, half to 
himself. " It is the mqst wonderful thing 
in all the world. It is love." 
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CHAPTER II 

There was nothing in the fortnight that 
ensued that gave any indication of the crisis 
with which it was to' terminate. It was a 
fortnight duller, if anything, than the others, 
for Alan Kennedy had to go to Manchester 
on business and so the evenings which 
Barbara had hoped to spend with him were 
spent instead in her own company. She 
wrote him long letters and- had long 
letters from him in return, and both 
counted the days when they should be 
together again. 

It was on a Friday morning that Barbara 
got Alan Kennedy's letter telling her of the 
great news of his legacy. An aunt of whom 
Barbara had never heard him speak had 
died, and his share of her fortune was three 
hundred pounds. 
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" This means a tremendous lot to me/' 
he wrote. *' It has just come in the nick 
of time. I don't pretend to grieve for the 
old girl, for I saw her only once in my life , 
and then she cuffed my ears, but I'm joUy 
grateful to her. I do beUeve, Barbara, 
that it'll meMi that we can get married before 
the year is out." 

It was indeed great news. Under the 
circumstances Barbara herself could not 
grieve over th^ demise of the old lady of 
whom she had never heard. She could only 
think of Alan's delight at being able to put 
his plans into operation, and long for their 
success. 

" He's so wonderfully good that he really, 
ought to have everything he wants," was 
her decision. 

She went to the office with a Hght heart 
and high spirits, and on the very threshold 
, she realised that a crisis had occurred. 

Mr. Kersland rushed past her with a face 
pale with anxiety. He jostled against her 
and hurried on his way without any apology, 
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\^[iioh was not like Mr. Kersland, most 
courteous of men. He was followed by Mr. 
Rutland, his manager, who also betrayed 
extreme excitement. A door crashed upon 
litem. Barbara passed through the general 
office on her way to her own room. 

" Anything up this morning 7 " she asked 
pleasantly of the cashier. 

"I should jolly well think there was," 
was the reply, " but I don't know whit. 
You keep out of Rutland's way. It's worth 
your life to speak to him." 

" I'll risk it," said Barbara, lightly, and 
went on her way. 

She was at work when Mr. Itutland's bell 
rang and she obeyed the summons, carrying 
her notebook with her. She had assumed 
that air of general detachment from mimdane 
affaira which is the safest defence against 
a chief who is at war with the world. 

Mr. Rutland sat at his desk, a short, 
stontish, florid man with a dark moustache. 
His age might have been about forty, la 
the lapel of his navy bine coat was a pink 
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carnation. Barbara Linwood, thought, * 
idly, how fooHsh it was of a man of such 
pronounced colouring to wear pink. She 
sat down, opened her note book, and waited 
for Mr. Rutland to begin. 

" Have you heard what's happened t " 
was hia greeting. 

" No. What has happened ? " asked 
Barbara. 

" We've lost the Great North Railway 
Contract." 

Barbara laid down her notebook. She 
was genuinely sorry — more sorry than she 
knew how to express. 

" Oh, what a shame ! " was what she said. 

" Yes. And there's been some xmderhand 
work gofng on. Mr. Kersland's determined 
to get to the bottom of the matter." 

" Underhand work ? What kind ? " 

" The contract's gone to Dicey's. Heard 
of Dicey's ? " 

" Of course." 

" They must have known the figure we 
quoted." 

D^lizodbvGoOglc 
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" But how could they ? " 

" That's what I've got to find oot. Look 
here, Miss Linwood," here Mr. Rutland bent 
forward and pointed an agitated pen at the 
girl. " I'm not insinuating anything, but I 
want you to answer this question. Did yoii 
mention to anyone that figure we quoted ? " 

" Certainly not," answered Barbara with- 
out a thought. 

" Are you sure ? Think hard. Nobody 
knew it but you and me. Not a soul. Not 
even Keraland, Now, I won't blame you 
overmuch if you" did teU. somebody. I 
ought to have impressed upon you the neces- 
sity for secrecy. But I must know. It'll 
help us to know where we axe. Come, Miss 
Linwood, is there no friend to whom you 
might have mentioned that figure ? " 

He paused,^ watching her narrowly. And, 
as he watched, he saw the look of horror that 
crept into her eyes. Her lips moved, but 
she did not speak. 

He waited fqr a moment and then went 
on — — 

D^ieodb,GoOg[c 
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" Come on. Out with it. Did you tell 
anybody ? " 
^e nodded, dully. " 

" Who ? " 

" I can't tell you.'* 

" Nonsense. It's up to you to tell me. 
Unless " and he-paused, significantly. 

" Unless what ? " 

" Unless you meant to dish ua." 
- Barbara sprangto her feet. 

" Mr. Rutland" ! " 

" Well, who was it ? You've got us into a 
pretty mess. It's up to you to help us now." 

She forced herself to be calm. 

" The man I told had no interest what- 
ever in the figures. I told him casually — in 
a jest. It's impossible " 

" Is his name Kennedy ? " Mr. Rutland's 
sharp, black eyes were fixed angrily upon the 
girl. There was no need for her reply. 

" So it was Kennedy," he said, thickly. 
*' You told him, and he sold us ! " 

" It's not true ! " 

D;i,zMb,Gooy|(-- 
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" What's he got out of it — three hundred 
— four hundred ? " 

And then, like the sudden rememhrance 
of a horrible dream, came to Barbara the 
recollection of Alan's letter of that morning. 
Three hundred pounds ! 

" It's not true ! It's not true ! " she 
repeated, hoarsely. " Alan would die sooner 
than do that." 

" Nonsense. These figures meant real 
money to Kennedy. He's not in business 
for his health. But he's done us a darned 
dirty trick." 

" Never, never ! " 

" Who else, then ! You admit that you 
told him, and you are certain you told 
nobody else. Whatever you say, Miss 
Linwood, you'U admit that you've got your- 
self into a hole." 

" I am certain Alan never thought 
twice about those figures," she said, posi- 
tively. 

" It won't be difficult to prove that he 
did," said the other, grimly. ".And now. 
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I aak you, do you still wish to associate 
yourself with the man who sold us ? " 

" What do you mean ? " 

" I mean that if you persist in backing 
him up you'll draw down suspicion on your- 
self." . There was no pity in Mr. Rutland's 
hard eyes. 

" On myself ? Can you think for one 

moment that I ? " Barbara stopped 

and drew herself up. " But you must think 
what you like," she said, coldly. 

" You know what that would mean," he 
rose as he spoke, and his lips were parted in 
an unpleasant smile. " Look here, Miss 
Linwood, I can settle this matter so far as 
you are coneemed. 5&. Kersland need know 
nothing about it. But an obvious condition 
is that you throw this fellow Kennedy over. 
You're far too fine a girl for a back number 
like Kennedy. And you know I think a 
mighty lot of you. Now, look here " 

He said no more. A quick look at the 
girl's blazing eyes assailed him. She raised 
her hand and he fell back, anticipating a 
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blow. But her hand went instead to her 
throat. She felt as though she could not 
draw her breath. Anger and scorn held her 
in their grip. 

" You . . . rotter ! " she breathed. 

Kutland's smile vanished. It was in a 
snarl that his Ups were now parted. 

*' You're a young fool," he said, " and 
you clear out of this oflSce in double quick 
time. The cashier will give you your money. 
That's all I've got to say to you, except that 
1*11 be surprised if you get another job in a 
hurry after this." 
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CHAPTER III 

Babbaba Linwood was far too angry to 
spare any thought on 8elf pity. She longed 
for the morrow when Alan Keimedy would 
be back in hia office. She would tell him 
exactly what RutlaJid had said. There must 
surely be a way of punishing Rutland. Bar- 
bara, being a business girl, had thoughts o£ a 
libel action with swinging damages. In her 
mood she told herseU that she was glad to 
be rid of an office which contained a oad 
like the man Rutland. She forgot for the 
moment that Kerslands had paid her a 
salary above the average, and that on the 
strength of it she had been able to take a 
. tiny flat on her own, a luxury which was 
scarcely justified, which indeed entailed an 
increase all round in her expenditure. 

36 
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She no longer connected the news of AIan*s 
legacy with Mr. Rutland's infamous sug- 
gestion. She blamed herself savagely for 
ever having even for a moment entertained 
such a thought. 

The interview with Rutland had left her 
feeling humiliated. Not until she had left 
the office with her head very high in the air 
did she think of all that she ought to have 
said to him. She ought at least to have 
demanded an interview with Mr. Kersland. 
She ought to have appealed to Caesar against 
this monstrous charge. She had let Rutland 
off far too lightly. She wondered if Alan 
would give him a. thrashing. She rather 
hoped he would. An outsider like Rutland 
required physical pain to bring him to his 
senses. She thought of him now with 
unutterable loathing. 

It was when she was alone in the evening 
that she was again beset by misgivings. 
The conviction was home upon her that she 
had been dismissed under disgraceful con- 
ditions. She was under a cloud. She would 
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have to acquit herself of thia charge somehow . 
or other. It was unthinkable to let things 
remain as they were. And then she fell to 
wondering if by any possible chance — ^inno- 
cently, of courae — Alan had repeated those 
^ures to anybody, to anybody who might 
have carried them to the rival firm. It was 
grotesquely improbable. Alan could never 
have remembered. The sum bad fallen so 
lightly from her.Ups. Still 

The evening post brought a letter from 
him. He would be. waiting for her next 
day, at mid-day, he wrote, and if the weather 
were fine they woidd go up the river. The 
Alternative was a matinee, he suggested. 
They must really celebrate this legacy of 
his. ... 

It was a merry, Ught-hearted letter, and 
Barbara's misgivings left her as she read it. ' 
But somehow she wished that he had not 
mentioned the legacy. 

She could not wait next day to meet him 
AS he had arranged. It would be too ridicu- 
lous to meet ^im outside the office from 
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which she had been dismissed. She resolved 
that she would go to his office and tell him 
what had happened. 

In a warren of offices in Chancery Lane 
one of the most modest bore the legend : — 

" Alan Kennedy : Quantity Surveyor." A 
bell rang as Barbara pushed the door open, 
and a diminutive office boy showed her into 
Alan's private room. 

His astonishment at seeing her was equalled 
only by his delight. 

" What's happened ? " he cried. " Have 
you got a holiday, or what ? " 

" A long hoHday, Alan," she rephed, and 
then she tried to laugh, and nearly cried 
instead. " I've got the sack." 

" What ! " 

" Yes. And — and — it's so horrible, Alan." 

" Sit down, Babs." He motioned her to 
his own chair. " Tell me all about it, old 
gkl." 

She obeyed. She was silent for a minute, 
and then she. began, quickly, nervously, 
with her eyes upon him. 
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" You remember me teUing you about tbe 
Great North Railway estimate we sent in ? " 

" Perfectly." 

" We've lost the contract." 

" WeU ? " 

" Dicey's have got it. Dicey's of Camden 
Town." . 

" WeU ? " 

" It seems — ^they got to know what we 
quoted, and ^" 

*' Who told you that ? " 

"BIr. Rutland." 
. " Well. What's all that got to do with 
you ? " 

" Oh, I can hardly tell you. They " 

" They don't accuse you of taking the 
figures to Dicey's, do they ? " 

" No. But Mr. Rutland asked me if I 
had told anybody and — and " 

" And you said you told me ? " 

" That's it, Alan." 

" And so they think that I told Dicey's 1 
And that is why they've sacked you ? " 

Barbara nodded. Kennedy swung himself 
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off his desk where he had been siUing, and 
strode up and down the little room. 

" AU I can say is that I'm jolly glad you 
are rid of Rutland," he said. 

" What are you going to do about it, 
Alan ? " asked Barbara. 

" What am I going to do about it ? " he 
cried. " Nothing, of course. What does it 
matter to me what an outsider like Rutland 
thinks ? " 

" But, Alan " 

" Barbara," he swept upon her. " Do you 
believe this of me ? " 

" It isn't true, Alan ? " she wailed. 

" Do you think it necessary to ask ? " 
he demanded. His expression was very- 
stem. She caught his arm. 

" I didn't know what I waS saying, Alan," 
she cried, passionately. " Of course it is 
not necessary. But, oh, Alan ! If only 
we could prove that it's a lie " 

" I shall not take the trouble," he said, 
contemptuously. 

" But, Alan — ■ — " 
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The telephone bell rang impOTiously. 

" One moment, Babs." 

He went to the instrument. While he 
talked Barbara tried to think how she could 
persuade Alan to take steps to clear himself 
of this reckless charge. That seemed 
absolutely necessary to her. The charge 
might be beneath contempt, but she knew 
that Rutland would talk, and that there 
would be people who would believe him, and 
a reputation for sharp practice, once gained, 
was difficult to lose. Why did not Alan 
realise that ? 

Her glance fell idly on his desk, and the 
next moment a look of frozen horror hardened 
in hex eyes. Bight before her lay a letter, 
and the bold heading " Dicey and Com- 
pany, Limited, Camden Town," was printed 
in letters of fire. She was forced to read. 
" Deab Sib, — Just a line to let you 

know that we have secured the contract. 

A cheque will be posted to you to-day. 
Yours faithfully, 

40HM DlOBY." 
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Alan Kennedy replaced, the receiver on 
its hook. 

" No, Babs — Why, whatever's the 
matter ? " 

He saw her standing at his desk, ashen 
pale, with quivering lips. He heard her 
speak,, and her voice seemed to come from 
very far off. 

/"I shall never believe in anybody again. 
I shall never trust anybody again. Oh, 
Alan, how could you do it ? How could 
you do it ? " 

A look of bewilderment flickered for a. 
moment on Kennedy's face. The girl pointed 
to the letter on the desk. 

" I read that," she panted. " I couldn't 
help myself." 

He did not reply immediately. When ho 
did speak Barbara's wild hope that he could 
defend himself was dashed away. £[is face 
grew dark with anger. 

"So you did believe Rutland, after all ? " 
he said, between his clenched teeth. 

" Not at first. I " 

D^iizocib, Google 



A BUSINESS GIRL 33 

" You allowed him to convince you 1 " 
There was a bitter sneer in hia voice. 

" No, no. But this letter — what does it 
mean ? " 

" Precisely what it says." 

" Then it's true — you did — you did give 
those figures to Dicey's. Oh ! why don't 
you deny it ? " 

He turned away and looked , out of the 
window. His back was towards her. His 
very attitude added to her conviction of his 
guilt. He would give no denial because such 
would be vain. He had allowed her to make 
him her confidante and to tell him a busiaess 
secret only to take that secret tp a rival house 
and to sell it for gain. He had made her his 
accomplice in a sordid^ shabby transaction. 
He had involved her in an act of treachery 
which revolted her. She saw the manhood 
in him which she had ideafised hurled from 
its pinnacle. What he had done might 
not be dishonest, but it was. worse. It was 
dishonourable. Looking at his erect shoul- 
ders she saw no signs of penitence, but only 
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of annoyance at being found out. He turned 

slowly. 

" Of course I shan't deny it," he said, 
very quietly. 

Her glance was eloquent of scorn. 

" I cannot congratulate you on your — 
legacy," she said, witheringly. 

She saw him flinch. She had meant the 
barb to hurt. 

" You will at least permit me to congratu* 
late you on the masterful way in which you 
have collected your evidence," he said. 

Hot, reckless anger flamed up within each 
of them now. They flung to obUvion the 
memory of tender momenta. It was nothing 
to them now that they had been so much to 
each other before. Love spread out its 
wings and escaped, in terror, from the attacks 
of wrath and acorn. 

" I don't call it evidence. Icall it proof," 
she burst out. " I could never have believed 
it of you, Alan ! " 

" Noitl of you, Barbara." 

" What do you mean by that 7 ** 
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" I am in no mood for giving explana- 
tions," he rapped outr 

"Because you can't. No wonder Mr. 
Rutland sent me away. He thought I was 
in league with you. With you ! " 

" And of course you weren't ! Well," he 
shrugged his shoulders. " You ought not 
to find it difficult to persuade your friend 
Mr. Rutland that you are not in league with 
me. Of course," his brooding eyes were 
upon her again, " believing this of me you 
will wish to be free from your engage- 
ment ? " 

" How can I help beUeving this of you ? " 
she protested, wildly. " You won't deny 
it. ■ You can't deny it. And it was the 
meanest trick I have ever come across. I 
suppose you call it business ! Perhaps you 
thought it was a very smart piece of work. 
I daresay you've about ruined Kersland's. 
They were relying on this contract. Of 
course that doesn't matter to you. You've 
got your money. But you are quite right. 
I wouldn't marry you for anything now that 
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I've found you out. I coxild never trust 
you again." ^ 

Her voice waa raised. It was almost 
shriU with the iutensity of her emotion. - 
Disappointment pregnant with pain too 
cruel to be borne had her in its grip. A 
word from Alan spoken earlier might have 
calmed her. Now her very power of reason 
was obliterated by her anger and contempt. 

He made no reply. His face had become 
drawn and white. To Barbara it was the 
face of a guilty man. There was a silence 
when the ticking of the cheap clock on the 
mantelpiece beat upon her ears like the 
blows of a hammer. Outside a taxi cab 
changed gear raucously. . There was a mist 
of tears before Barbara's eyes that put the 
objects in the room in grotesque proportions. 
She wrenched off a glove. 

There was a click of metal on Alan 
Kennedy's desk. 

" There ! " she gasped. 

She stumbled blindly from the room. It 
was over— all over. In a" short half-hour 
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the walls of her dream castle had beisn 
cast down, and were as dust and ashes. 
That which had been fair and beautiful, with 
the promise of happiness and the fulfilment 
of a more complete life, she saw now as ugly 
and gross and underhand and utterly dis- 
graceful. The door of the outer office 
closed noisily after her. It was all over. 

The Botmd made Alan Kennedy start. 
He had not moved since she had turned on 
him with her vehement words of scorn. 
He had followed her exit with unseeing 
eyes. Now they were turned upon the half- 
hoop of diamonds that lay on his desk. A 
commonplace enough ring it was, but he 
remembered how the sight of it on Barbara's 
slender white hand had never failed to thrill 
him. It had symbolized what he prized 
more than life itself.' And now it was a 
token of tragedy. He picked it up, looking 
at it with a kind of awe and wonder. Then 
it slipped from his fingers and fell to the 
floor, rolhng away unheeded. Alan Kennedy 
sank into the chair, sitting in It all huddled 
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up like an old man instead of a man in the 
prime of his youth. He had not moved 
when the small office boy came in to enquire 
if he might go home. 

It was all over for Alan Kennedy, too. 
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CHAPTER IV 

B ABB aba's state of mind when she reached 
iier flat defies analysis. Her anger had 
gone, she was ashamed of having given reins 
to it, yet she felt that it was justified. She 
was bitterly disappointed in Alan Kennedy, 
and she blamed him, while blaming herself. 
She had, she felt, been too, hard on him, yet 
he had not spared her. Her brain seethed 
with a riot of conflicting emotions. But the 
dull, predominating thought was that that 
which was dearest of all to her had gone out 
of her life, and that nothing could ever again 
take the place of the man she loved. 

She spent the autumn afternoon until 

dusk fell, thinking of him. She was appalled 

by the realisation of how much he meant to 

her. Since she had given him her love she 

- had planned not one hour outside her business 
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life without consulting him. It seemed as 
though there never had been a time when, he 
had not influenced her mode of life. A 
chance meetings a few mutual interests had 
developed into a rare comradeship, and the 
comradeship had' become that unity of 
thought and desire which is love. To a 
nature like Barbara's that unity depended 
on the completest respect. Her man must 
have a regal inability to do wrong. And she 
had found him capable of a common, vulgitf 
trick. He had played the informer. He 
had done so, knowing he was doing wrong, 
knowing that she would despise him for it, 
else he would not have sought to deceive 
her with this story of a legacy. 

She wondered dully if his love for her had 
been as great a sham as the honour and 
integrity with which she had credited him. 
If he had loved her he could not have done 
by stealth what he knew would wound her 
should she learn of it. Yet, thinking of his 
many acts of generosity and consideration, 
she found it impossible to believe that his 
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love had been false. These meitiories were 
bitter sweet. They reminded her of what 
had been hers. They reminded her of what 
she had given back, and was hers no longer. 

Darkness had fallen when Barbara, a wan, 
pathetic httle figure in a warren of flats, 
resolutely put from her these clamorous 
regrets, and faced the combat before her. 

She was alone now in the world, with a 
Uving to earn, with nothing to help her save 
he;* brains, her initiative, and- a few pounds 
of capital. With furrowed brows she thought 
out her plan of campaign. . . . 

It was a week later, when, by permission 
of her landlord, a neat brass plate at the 
entrance to the block of flats and offices 
proclaimed the legend : — 

Barbara Linwood,. 
Typewriting. Translations. 

She had abandoned the idea of seeking 
another office post. References would be 
required, and from Kersland's she could get 
none. Wfth 'her typewriter as her weapon 
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of attack and an advertisement in a trade 
paper as the gage of battle she awaited 
events. The advertisement proclaimed her 
speciahty in Builders', Engineers' and Con- 
tractors' estimates, j. 

She went into the battle with her eyes 
wide open. She cherished no high hopes 
of making a living for months. She regarded 
her adventure more as a stop gap. Another 
opportunity was bound to arise. There are 
always opportimities, Barbara argued, for 
those who make them. In the meantime 
there was typewriting and translating. 

The immediate result of'the advertisement 
was to Barbara nothing short of miraculous. 
When a youth in a very high and very soiled 
collar rang her bell, and, having satisfied 
himself that Barbara belonged to the brass 
plate, delivered a mass of manuscript into 
her hands, she could scarcely beUeve her 
good fortune. 

" Prom Micklem and Smart,"he announced. 
" And it must be done by to-morrow morning. 
Two carbon copies. Can you do it ? " 
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And Barbara said " Yes," at a venture. 

When the yonth called nert morning for 
the work, it was ready for him, and he left 
another bimdle of manuscript in its place. 

Already Barbara saw in her mind's eye 
her sitting-ioom blossoming into a big and 
busy office, fiUed with clattering typewriters 
earning a lot., of money for the principal 
and chief of staff, who received in her private 
room the suppHant directors of important 
companies who wanted -work done. She 
would have, she decided, her private room 
furnished with green leather. Grewi leather 
looked so sohd and respectable. 

The vision grew dim when Micklem and 
Smart sent no more manuscripts, and there 
were weeks when it faded away to give place 
to one not nearly so attractive. There were 
weeks when the cost of Barbara's advertise- 
ments represented spartan economy. Then 
came more work, some of it regular, and the 
wolf was driven from the door. 

One day she was on the top of a bus held 
up by the traffic in the Strand. Alongside 
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was a taxi cab, and she glanced down at the 
occupant. Her heart leapt within her. The 
man, who was reading a paper, was Alan 
Kennedy. 

Her first fear was that he should look up 
and see her. She shrank- from the ordeal 
of recognition. But he was engrossed in 
what he was reading, and she watched him 
by stealth. He was looking, she thought, 
much older. In repose his expression was 
stem and grave. Then, as he moved a hand, 
she ventured to lean over and watch him 
more narrowly. She hEwi given him a plain 
signet ring which he had worn on the httle 
finger of his left hand.. He was wearing it 
no longer. The traffic moved on, and the 
taxi C3.b passed the 'bus and was gone. 

She wished that he had still been wearing 
her ring. Her disappointment, she argued, 
was ridiculous. There was no reason wliy he 
should wear her ring any longer. He had 
put it from him as he had put her from him. 
But it emphasized the finaUty of an episode 
that was now as a dream that cannot be 
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recalled. Tbere were tears in her eyes as 
she stared in front of her and her lips were 
apt to tremble. It was not easy to be brave 
all the time. . . . 

A combination of circumstances brought 
thoughts of Barbara linwood to Max Rut- 
land. In the first place the girl who had 
secured her post was hopelesdy inferior to 
her. Then moye than once, he had seen 
Alan Kennedy alone when he ' might have 
been expected to have been with Barbara. 
Rutland had a shrewd suspicion that there 
had been a quarrel. And then one day he 
came across Barbara's advertisement. 

It was one of Max Rutland's regrets that, 
so far as Barbara Linwood was concerned, 
he had played his cards badly. He had been 
altogether mistaken in her. With more 
skilful management he might have kept 
-her still in the office while affecting a rupture 
I)etween her and Kamedy. He was sorry 
twTiave lost her because she Ughtened his 
work in the office. She was, moreover, one 
of the prettiest girls he had ever com© across, 
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and one who would have done him credit 
in a theatre or a restaurant. In this adver- 
tisement he saw a chance of retrieving his 



Barbara was hard at work when he called 
on her.'' He was shown right in upon her by 
the char lady who looked after her flat^ on 
occasions. His sudden -appearance left her 
dumb. 

" I saw your advertisement this morning. 
Miss Linwood," he began. His tone and 
bearing were those of a penitent. " I've 
come to talk business, if you'll let me. First 
of all, I want to offer you my apology." 

He paused, but she made no response. 
A slight flush covered her cheeks. 

" I was exceedingly rude to you when I 
sent you away," he went oh. " I was also 
very foolish. My only excuse is a very poor 
one. I was thoroughly upset that morning. 
Losing that contract made me lose my head 
as well. I scarcely knew what I was saying. 
But I want to tell you right now that I 
withdraw absolutely any charge I made 
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against you. And I am more sorry than I 
can tell you that I allowed myself to act 
Uke — like the cad you called me." 

Barbara's flush deepened. 

" There was no harm done," she said, 
quietly. 

" Then jrou do forgive me ? " 

" If you wish it— ^yes." 

" I do most sincerely wish it. I am very 
grateful to you. It is more than I deserve. 
Now for business." 

His manner was , irreproachable. The 
apology waa not without its influence on 
Barbara. After all, his excuse was reason- 
able. He had been sorely tried that morning. 
She herself, in her interview with Alan, had 
spoken wildly. She looked up at Rutland 
with a faint smile. 

" Yes ? " 

" Will you come back to Kersland's, 
Miss Linwood ?" 

" No, Mr. Rutland." Barbara's eyBS 
flashed merrily. " I have my own business 
now to look after." 
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" May I send you some of our work, 
then ? The girl who's got your job ia a 
fool." 

" I shall do your work with great 
pleasure." 

"Thank you very much. Miss Linwood." 
Rutland was smihng also now. " Since 
you have forgiven me, may I hope that we 
shall be friends again ? " 

^ "I have no time for friends, Mr. Rutland. 
I constitute my entire staff." 

" And a very efficient staf^oo. I wish 
I hadn't been such a blundering ass as to 
lose it. Well, good morning, Misa Linwood. 
I'll send that work along." 

" Thank you. Good morning, Mr. Rut- 
land." 

They shook hands, and he took his 
leave. 

As he walked back to his oiBce Rutland 
figuratively patted himself on the back. 

" It's going to be a walk -over," he assured 
himself. " Her engagement ring is gone. 
I'll bet myself a new hat that I have her out 
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, to a theatre and a bit of supper before many 
days are past." 

The wager might have been prompted by 
fin impulse of generous hospitality, but those 
who knew Max Rutland best would have 
ranked it as a threat. 
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CHAPTER V 

To the hunter it is the hunting that is every- 
thing, and the thrill of the capture is merely 
inoidental. Max v Rutland thoroughly 
enjoyed the pursuit of Barbara. 

This time he left nothing to ohanoe. He 
laid his plans with meticulous care, and 
his vast knowledge of her sex and his confi- 
dence bred of his many successes were all in 
hk favour. 

To Barbara, wrapped up in her work and 
experiencing the joy of knowing that she 
was making headway, there seemed nothing 
suspicious in the frequency with which Rut- 
land found it necessary to call upon her in 
order to explain the mtricacies of the docu- 
ments she had to prepare for his firm. 
The intricacies were obviously there and the 
exj^nations were as obviously necessary. 

H 
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Moieover, no posEdble faolt could be foond 
in Mr. Rutland's demeanour. He was 
business-like, curt even at times. His visits, 
if frequent, were brief. He paid no compll- 
mentSj showed no desire to intrude a friend- 
ship without being asked. All of which 
was part of his design to restore confidence, , 
to remedy what he knew to have been a lamen- 
table lapse from good tactics. 

Even though he lost the bet he had made 
with himself Rutland deemed it wise not to 
hurry events, and the days passed without 
any overture on his part to a closer intimacy. 
And, as a reward for hia patience, it was 
Barbara herself who played his game. 

One morning she was examining the dis- 
patch ease in which she carried her manu- 
scripts to see if it would last out a little 
longer or if a new one was really necessary. 
The lining of the case was torn here and there 
and Barbara decided that the best thing to 
do with -the lining was to tear it out. This 
she did and brought to light a memorandum 
sheet of the firm of Eersland's. The sheet 
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was covesred with figures in the handwriting 
ci Max Rutland, and these figures had been 
added up and came to the sum of seven 
thousand pounds. 

Barbara examined the sheet of paper 
closely, trying to discover to what the figures 
referred and if the memorandum were 
valueless and so^ could be thrown away, or 
if it were something she had forgotten while 
in the firm's employment. She knew that 
it was part of none of the documents she had 
received since. And then, in a flash, she 
identified the document. 

It was part of the specification for the 
branch line of the Great North Railway. 
She had brought the work home to complete 
and this part must have escaped her notice. 
Moreover, she knew that she had not included 
it in the typed specification. 

It was Barbara's pride that she was metho- 
dical and careful. One of her maxims was 
that one can't afiord to make mistakes in 
businesa. And here was crushing evidence 
of sheer carelessness. Here was a mistake 
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that olamour&d for atonement. She did not . 
know if harm had been done by the omission 
of these figures. She could not rest until 
she had found out. 

She was about to start for Kersland's 
office when Max Rutland called on her. 

" You are the very man I wanted to 
see ! " she cried. " I was just start mg off 
to see you." 

" I'm glad I saved you the journey," 
he said. " What's the matter ? " 

" Look at this." She handed him the 
sheet. " I found that stuck in the lining of 
my case. It's something I must have left 
out of that Railway estimate. Does it 
matter ? Have I done something very 
dreadful ? " 

He took the paper from her. Then a 
sharp exclamation escaped his lips. Barbara 
waited tensely for him to speak. 

" So tr is is the reason ! " he said, slowly. 

" What do you mpan ? What reason ? " 
She was certain now that she had committed 
a ghastly and irretrievable blunder. 
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" It means that we quoted a figure seven 
thousand pounds too low." . 

" Oh, Mr. Rutland ! And it's all my 
fault." Tears of self condemnation were 
m her eyes. 

He looked at her very kindly. He even 
permitted himself to pat her arm. 

" Not all your fault, Miss Linwood," he 
said, gently. " It was mine too. I ought 
to have checked your work^ I was up to 
my eyes in other work at the time and I left 
the checking to Oalthrop. I can't imagine 
how he let this slip. If he were with us 
now I'd have something to say to him that 
he wouldn't like to hear." - 

" But I do blame myself," protested 
Barbara. " You'll never be able to trust 
me again with your work. And I do check 
things so carefully " 

"There, there. That's all right., Every- 
body is liable to make mistakes." 

" The paper had got inside the lining." 
Barbara got the case and showed Mr. Rutland 
how it had happened. " I don't know how 
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it got separated from the others. They 
were all tied up together." 

" As it happens, it doesn't matter at all. 
We lost the contract in any case. Dicey's 
imderquoted us. That's why Dicey's are 
in such a deuce of a hole over i^e contract." 

*' Dicey's are in a hole ? " 

" A horrihle hole, if the rumours are true. 
It is siud that they are losing money hand 
over fist over this railway. It serrra them 
right. That simply proves that— ^" 

He stopped short. Barbara looked at 
him firmly. She guessed- his thouglits, 
imderstood his reluctance at referring to an 
incident which they both accepted as closed. 

'* What does it prove ? " she insisted. 

" Oh — ^nothing." 

"Tell me. I want to know. Do you 
mean that it proves that Dicey's did tnake 
use of your figures ? " 

" Yes. It proves that they just accepted 
them blindly, without taking the trouble 
, even to verify them, to work things out at 
all for themselves." 
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" That was very stupid, wasn't it ? '* 

"Very," said Rutland, drily. "And they 
are suffering for their stupidity. Come now. 
Miss Linwood. Forget about this miserable 
sheet of paper. There it goes." He tore it 
up into tiny fragments and flung it into the 
waste jmper basket. 

" It's awfully good of you to be so decent 
about this, Mr. Rutland," said Barbara, 
gratefully. 

It took all the caution in the hunter of 
Max Rutland to avoid being precipitate 
at the last moment. He wanted to say that 
it was up to him to be decent to her, that 
there was nothing that he wouldn't do to 
save her worry and distress, that he hoped 
that she thought well of him by this time and 
that they might now be real friends. In- 
stead, lightly and carelessly, he said : — 

" There's nothing to be decent about. . 
Now, here's a pack of stuff I want done as 
soon as you can manage it. I've got to get 
rid of that girl in the office, so you'll have all 
the work you can tackle imtil we can replace 
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her. Just run over this and see ii you can 
follow it." 

He spread the papers out on the table 
and together they bent over them. She 
was very close to him. The fragrance of a 
subtle perfume was in his nostrils. He was 
watching, not the papers, but Barbara. 
His artistic sense took deli^^t in the fine 
lines of her sloping shoulders ; the roundness 
of her throat, white as alabaster ; the sheen 
of gold in her hair ; her beautiful, fragile 
haaids. But the artist in him did not prevent 
him coming to the couolusion that she was 
a " Spanking fine girl," which was merely 
an anti-climax. 

Max Rutland was entirely satisfied with 
the progress he had made. All was welL 
It was good indeed that this lovely creature 
should beUeve herself indebted to him. 
The time was npe for the next move in the 
game. 

He made it that very morning. He did 
not go back direct to his office — he and Kers- 
land were not quite hitting it ofi at present. 
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as he phrased it, so he thought it well to let 
the chief find out his value by his absence. 
Instead he went to the Piccadilly Theatre, 
and was gratified to find that his friend 
Dolman, the manager, was in the building. 
That he took to be another sign that his 
luck was right in. 

" Show going any better ? *' he asked, 

" Worse, if anything," was the gloomy 
reply. " It comes off on Thursday week." 

" Then you won't mind letting me have 
some tickets for Saturday night ? " 

" A hatful if you like." 

" I want four." 

" Dehghted, my boy." 

" Wait a bit. I want two for myself 
near the front of the stalls, and I want two 
exactly in the row behind if you can manage 
it. The latter I want you to send to Alan 
Kennedy with your oompUments. Your's, 
not mine, mind," 

" I know the man. Going to marry your 
typist, isn't he ? " 

*' Not if I know it ? " and HutUnd winded. 
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" That's off, for the present, and so that it 
may remain off I am arranging this theatre . 
party. It's a deep and' sinister soheme, 
my boy ! " 

" Can't say I see it, but you can have the 
tickets and I'll post the others along. Leave 
his address. Fine girl, is she ? " 

Rutland kissed the tips of his fingers as 
an afi^mative too complete for words. 

The other laughed and moved off to the 
box office. . . . 

On the Saturday morning Barbara got a 
letter from Rutland. 

" Can you come along and see me at the 
office to-morrow (Satm^y) morning ? " it 
ran. " I'm full up with appointmenta or 
I should bring along some stuff that absolutely 
must be done at once. Please come to my 
rescue if you can." 

When Barbara 'obeyed the summons she 
was shown at once into Mr. Rutland's room. 
Her familiarity with the room was just a 
little disconcerting. It reminded her of 
much that ehe wanted to forget. 
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'* It's jolly good of you to come round. 
Miss Li&wood," was his greeting. " This 
is what I want you to do. It'll take you 
up to six o'clock, an3rway. Do yon mind 
putting in extra time on Saturday ? " 

" All my hours are working hours," she 
replied. 

" Gfood. I'll come round at six and fetch 
the stuff, then. Yes, of course, I shall. 
I'm very grateful for your help." 

Barbara had finished her typing and was 
fastening the sheets togetheir when Rutland 
came to the door. 

" I've got it all leadf for you," she said. 

" You're splendid ! " he cried, enthusias- 
tically. " It is a- shame of me to keep you 
in working on this^ glorious Saturday aftef- 
noon." 

And now Max Rutland permitted himself 
to sit down. 

As it happened, Barbara had found the 
work a trifle irksome that afternoon. She 
had kept herself very closely to her machine 
for some weeks and the monotony of the 
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work was begimung to teU. In spite of ail 
she could do thoughts woi;dd come to her of 
those halcyon Saturday aftemoona and 
evenings of the past when Alan had always 
planned something interesting to be done, 
something to stimulate her brain and send 
her back refreshed and eager for the Mon- 
day's work. She had thought a lot about 
Alan that day. She had even wondered if 
she bad been too quick in sending him away. . . . 

" You are looking done up. Miss Linwood. 
I'm a brute to work you so hard. Have 
you had tea ? " 

" Yes, thanks. And I'm not a bit done 
up, really. I'm most awfully lucky to be 
kept so busy." 

She was perfectly at her ease with Rutland 
now. His patient tactics had quite won her 
over. She was ready to regard his conduct 
of the past as a pardonable indiscretion. " 
As he had said, he had not been himself at 
the time ; he had been worried to death. 

" You're not going to work any more 
to-night ? " he asked. 
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" No. I don't think so. There's a girl 
in Chelsea I haven't seen for ages. I think 
I'll go and look her up." 

Then Max Rutland sat erect. 

" I wish " he began, and then he 

paused. His mgmentary hesitation was a 
piece of very delicate acting. Excellent too 
was the impression of frankness and candour 
created by the way he suddenly raised his eyes 
and met Barbara's. '* I'm going to the Pic- 
cadilly Theatre to-night. I promised the 
manager I would. The show's not going well 
and they want to dress the house. They've 
sent me two tickets. Will you come with me. 

Or "—another excellent pause, followed 

by an outburst of generosity. " Why not 
have both the tickets and take your friend ? " 

" Oh, no, no. You've promised to go. 
Besides, I don't know if my friend will be 
free.'* 

" Will you come with me then ? I wish 
you would ! We can have a snack somewhere 
first. There's heaps of time. The show 
doesn't start till 8.30." 

u^ .■,ii,Coog[c 
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Coming at the end of a day*8 work and 
with the possibiUty of a dull and lonely 
evening before her the proposal was irresis- 
tible. After all, why shouldn't she go to 
the theatre with Max Rutland ? Before 
she knew Alan she had often gone to the 
theatre with her male acquaintances. There 
was no convention that forbade it to the 
bachelor girL Besides ... it was jolly 
kind of Mr. Rutland to give her the chance. 
She wasted no words on objections meant 
to be over-ridden. 

" I'd simply love to ! " she cried. 

Rutland rose. 

" My evening clothes are at my office," 
he said. " I'll be off and get 'em on. I'll 
be back for you in half an hour. Will you 
be ready then ? " 

And Barbara said " Quite." 

When he returned some more self denial 
was required of him not to tell her how well 
she looked in her simple evening gown of 
white. Her cloak was of cerise and Rut- 
land's opinion was_that from the tip of her 
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tittle white shoes to the crown of her beauti- 
ful head she was absolutely adorable. He 
. hoped that his managerial friend would see 
her and approve of his 'taste. 

He had a cab waitii^ for her and they 
drove o'fiE together, talking gaily on common- 
place subjects. The girl's eyes were very 
bright" in anticipation of the theatre and Rut- 
land was keeping a very firm hold on' himself. 

The snack he had promised her turned out 
to be a very excellent dinner at Prince's. 
Barbara permitted herself one half glass 
of Veuve Cliquot and Rutland scarcely drank 
more. It was 8.30 precisely when they 
reached the theatre, and up to the present 
not one hitch had occurred in Rutland's 
arrangements. As they approached the 
stalls he made a gay jest to her, so that their 
entrance was a merry one. They were 
obviously the best and most intimate of 
friends which was just the impre^ion Rut- 
land wanted to convey to Alan Kennedy 
who ought to be in his place behind them. 

The scheme failed because of the very care 
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with"^ which he had e alculated on the psy- 
chological effect. He had wanted to make 
certain doubly sure. Barbara's engagement 
with 'Alan Kennedy was indeed broken off, 
but it was yet liable to be entered into agwn. 
Barbara might find out. . . . Before that 
happened he wanted Alan to be beyond her 
reach. 

For his luck to desert him at the last stage 
was an unkind trick of Providence. When 
he saw that the occupants of the seats be- 
hind him were two elderly and excited ladies 
in blouses and skirts his chagrin knew no 
bounds. -^..V?bat he had feared might happen 
had indeed happened. Kennedy had given 
the tickets away. 

Rutland's chagrin was so grievous that for 
the moment he forgot that at all events he 
had succeeded in his main object. He had 
forced down the barrier between him and 
Barbara. He had got her to admit his claim 
to her friendship. Any number of theatre 
nights and cosy dinners and lively slippers 
lay before them* 
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He forced bimsell to be content. He was 

sitting in a very comfortable stall with an 
exceedingly pretty girl beside him, watching 
a play bo intolerably dull that it did not once 
draw his attention from his young and 
beautiful companion. He felt that it would 
be unwise to expect more of providence. 

After the fall -of the curtain he proposed 
Bupper and Barbara firmly refused, admitting 
with frank candour that she simply couldn't 
eat any. 

He did not press the point, but waited 
with her in the foyer until an attendant 
should secure a cab. Beside them were 
also waiting the two elderly ladies who had 
sat behind them, now more excited than ever. 

" Your cab's here, sir," said the attendant. 

Butland took Barbara's arm to help her 
through the crowd. They moved forward 
together. And then he felt a sudden, quick, 
apprehensive pressure on his arm. He 
glanced at Barbara. Her eyes were on the 
ground ; her face was pale. Beside her 
stood Alan Kennedy and there was a look in 
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his ey^ that defied interpretation'. He was 
staring at her, utterly ignoring the damoroos 
elderly ladies who were declaring that they 
had never enjoyed anything so much before, 
and how good it was of him to fetch them. 
His lips parted. 

■" You ! " he breathed. And Barbara 
heard, and raised her head with a defiant 
gesture. She swept past him without a 
word. 
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CHAPTER VI 

It was not till almost dawn that Barbara 
feU asleep, and when she awoke her first 
thoughts were not that even if she were still 
sleepy, it had been worth it, but instefid that 
something vaguely horrible had happened 
— she could n,t for the moment remember 
what. And then she saw again th& picture 
of the foyer at the Piccadilly Theatre and Alan 
Kennedy's ga^e of horrified' amazement, and 
she remembered. ... 

She sat up 'in bed, hugging her knees and 
staring in front of her. She was wondering 
if she had actually done anything to make 
Alan ashamed of her. He had never revealed 
himself to her as a prude. Bather had he 
been more broad minded than the majority 
of engaged men are. He could not possibly 
think she was doing wrong in going to a 
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theatre with another man. Besides, he had 
no right to think anything about her. 
She was none of his business now. If he 
dishked Mi. Rutland she could not help that. 
He had . very good reason to dislike Mr. 
Butland. Mr. Butland had found him out. 
He had behaved abominably. She might 
have expected him to behave abominably. 

And yet Barbara could not drive from her 
the memory of the expression she had seen 
on Alan's face. It had angered her at the 
time, but now she thought of it only with 
a wonderment that hurt. He had looked 
like a man who was afraid yet contemptuous, 
angry yet sorrowful, far away from her yet 
hungry to be at her side. The thought of him 
brought up memories of him when he had 
been at his best and kindest. These memories 
frightened her. She passionately wanted _to 
forget Alan. It was absolutely necessary for 
her peace of mind that she should forget 
him. That ' he should persist in coming 
back into her thoughts as an ardent and true 
lover was intolerable. It put her in the 
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wrong. And, of course, she was in the right. 
She must be in the r^ht. The alternative 
was imthinkable. 

She rose and dressed, dispiritedly. She 
had a long, dull, aimless day before her. 
She conceived the notion of going to church 
and found that she was too late. She had 
work to do, but hated the thought of doing it. 
She was free to do anything she wanted and 
there was nothing she wanted to do. She 
was expOTiencing the purgatory of the 
independent and lonely girl ... a day 
when her whole soul clamom«d for some- 
one, to rule her actions and there was no- 
body. . . . 

It was a glorious, autumn morning and 
she decided to go for a walk. A walk, ^e 
knew, ^ would bore her, but then anything 
she could think of would bore her.- In the 
old days Sundays had meant Alan, and Alan 
had meant everythmg, but now she was at 
a loose end. As she ate her breakfast of 
tea and toast E^e decided that she was sony 
that she had gone to the theatre with Max 
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\ 
Eutlaud. Anct then she fell to arguing that 

she was a fool to be sorry and that, if Ije 
asked her agwn, again she would go with 
him. Why not ? Why on earth not ? 

She put on her coat and her hat . . . the 
httle blue one that she oould pull right down 
on her head and that stayed there without 
even one pin. She~ looked at heraelf dis- 
approvingly in the glass, decided for Batter- 
sea Park instead of Hyde Park, and made 
to leave the flat when there was a knock at 
the door. 

" If it*s Mr. Rutland,*' she said to herself, 
"I'm seriously ill. I can't possibly talk to 
him." 

And, in case it should be Mr. Rutland and 
she should be seriously ill, she threw her hat 
into a comer and opened the door. 

It wasn't Mr. Rutland. It was Alan 
Kennedy. ^ 

At the sight of him she uttered a cry of 
surprise and immediately regretted it. 

" Hullo ! " she said, weakly, and opened 
the door widw. 
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Alan was not at his b^t He had steeled 
himself for this interview. He was risking 
humiliation. He had pocketed his pride 
and had come to Barbara to plead with her. 
That she had gone out of his life \vas a hard 
enough blow to bear. That he should give 
her up to Max Rutland was intolerable. 
All night long his fears for Barbara had kept 
hito on the rack. He could remember only 
that she was alone, without home-life, with- 
out relatives and their counsel and protection. 
He saw danger in her very self reliance. The 
girl who is so. certain that she can take care 
of herself is the most apt to surrender to the 
care of another. The long night hours 
conjured up a -.thousand terrors and in the 
morning he made his resolve. 

Standing at her door he sought to control 
his nerves and agitation and succeeded in 
presenting a grim, formidable appearance. 
None of his anxiety was apparent, but rather 
stem accusation. Barbara was immediately 
on the defensive. 
■ " Can I come in ? " 
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" Certainly. But I am just going out." 

Her hostile tone increased his difficulties. 
He went into the little sitting room, wishing 
that he had not attempted so hopeless a 
task. Yet at the sight of Barbara, so 
proudly beautiful, all the manhood in him 
cried out that he should do all in his power 
to protect her. 

" Are you meeting Mr. Rutland ? " 

Another blunder. The words did not 
leave him ere he regretted them. A wither- 
ing glance was her only reply. 

" Barbara," he burst out, hoarsely. " I 
beg you to — ^to beware of Max Rutland." 

" I am perfectly able, Alan, to look after 
myself.*' 

They were the very words he had feared. 

" You don't know the man. He is notori^ 
ous. N ) decent girl can be seen about alone 
with him. He ^" 

" Alan ! " her eyes were blazing with anger. 

" You must not let him take you about." 

" Muat not. Are you giving orders now, 
Alan?" 
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*' No, rm appealing to you, Barbara — 
imploring you, for the sake of old times — ^to 
give this man a wide berth." 

" You don't like him ? " 

" I most certainly don't like him." 

" I am not surprised at that, Alan. I do 
not suppose he likes you." 

The man's mouth twitched. She had not 
spared him a taunt whichrecalled;her accusation. 

" No ; I don't suppose he does," he said, 
quietly. " He's nothing to you, is he, 
Barbara ? *' he added, quickly. 

She stamped her foot. 

" I refuse to be cross-examined. I am not 
in a witness box, Alan." 

His brows lowered. Hard lines appeared 
round his mouth — Klines carved by the tor- 
ture of suspicion, 

" You've got to answer me," he said, slowly. 

She shru^ed her shoulders. 

" Either you will answer me or Rutland 
will," he said. 

" You will, not dare to speak of tlus %q 
him t " she cried, aghast. 

■ - ■ - D;NzMb,G00g[i: 



82 , A BUSINESS GIRL 

"There's nothing that I would not .-dare 
to keep you out of the way of that man." 

" Oh, I hate you. I hate you, Alan ! " 
she cried, tears of anger and mortification 
in her eyes. " What right have you to 
interfere with me ? You'll spoil everything. 
You're trying t) spoil everything. You're 
angry because I'm making gOod on my own, 
without your help. What did you care 
whether' I sank or swam ? You never 
troubled to enquire how I was getting on. 
But Mr. Rutland did. It was through you 
I got dismissed. But you didn't care. You 
don't care ! That's the difEerence between 
you and Mr. Rutland ! He does care. He's 
been a very, very good friend. And 
you " 

She broke off, panting. 

" And I ? " 

" You come here trying to make trouble, 
trying to spoil everythic^. You grudge nae 
my work. You grudge me my play. You 
are wicked. You say wicked, wicked things 
about Mr, Rutland because he is Mud to me. 
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Why don't you go away ? Why don*t you 
go away ? " 

She knew that she was very near to giving 
way to a flood of tears and she wanted to 
hide her weakness from him. Something 
forced her to think that Alan was in the right 
and she in the wrong, after all. She strove, 
furiously, to put the thought from her. He 
must be in the wrong — must be. 

He raised his head. His eyes that searched 
her face w^e dull and lustreless. 

"Very well — I'll go," he said, and he 
tamed on his heel. 

He walked like a man stunned. What 
he had dreaded had come to pass. Not 
anything be had said could inQuence Barbara ; 
not anything he could do would avail to 
avert what be beUeved to be a tragedy. 

He sought to probe the catastrophe that 
bad happened. He had lost Barbara's love. 
He wondered now if it had ever been his. 
If she had trusted him as she had so often 
declared, how could she accept, as conclusive 
the assertion of another that he had been 



84 A BUSINESS GIBL 

guilty of selling her secret. Perhaps he had 
been too hasty with her. Perhaps he ought 
to have remonstrated with her ? They had 
both been, very angry, and anger speaks 
without thinking. 

What he feared now was that she had 
hurled this charge at him in the hope that it 
would effect a rupture between them. She 
had wanted to be off with the old love and 
on with the new. Rutland had come into 
her lif^ — Rutland with his flow of merry 
conversation, his zest for the frivolities of 
life, his money even. To Barbara, Rut- 
land meant theatres, restaurants, presents, 
and these were beyond Alan Kennedy. 
And so Max Rutland had won her over, and 
she had got rid of him by a tricki That 
was his solution for the catastrophe. It 
was the worst and to him in his mood the 
most feasible. 

Barbara's taunts rang in his ears. He 
had opened his lips to defend himself, to 
declare that it was he and no one else whom 
she had to thank for the speedy flow of work, 
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that the advertisement in the trade paper 
had a result entirely insignificant compared 
with that affected by his canvass of every 
firm he knew. But what was the use? If 
he had convinfced her of that she might 
possibly have determined to refqse the work 
because of the very hatred she have vehem- 
ently declared filled her against him, and then 
the end would have been fast. No ; let her 
think what she liked ! But in his inner heart 
he knew that his whole soul yearned for 
Barbara, that Barbara's kindly thoughts 
of him were still dearer to him than anything 
else, and that, robbed of these, hk future 
was himg with dark clouds, through which 
no ray of happiness could pierce. 

At the comer of the street where Barbara 
lived he met Max Rutland. 

The very' sight of the man drove out the 
capaicity for reasonable action. Of course 
Rutland was going to see Barbara ! 

Seized by a sudden, mad impulse, he caught 
Rutland's arm. 
. " A word with you I " 
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" Well ? " The shadow of anxiety crossed 
Max_ Rutland's face. He saw that Kennedy 
was furiously angry. He guessed why. 
Anything in the nature of an altercation with 
someone physically his superior was dis- 
tasteful to Rutland. 

" Are you on your way to see Miss lin- 
wood ? " 

" What if I am ? " 

" I don't approve of your friendship with 
Miss Linwood." 

" You don't ! My hat ! You've got the 
cheek of the very devil. Are you Miss 
Linwood's guardian, or what ? " 

" I simply won't have a rotter like you 
hanging round her," cried Alan, beside himself. 

" That'll do, Kennedy," spluttered Rut- 
land. " Be careful whom you caU a rotter." 

" I call you a rotter. A low-down " 

" Keep your hands off me." 

Kennedy remembered himself in time. 

" You needn't be afraid. I'm not going 
to hurt you — ^now. But if I catch you hanging 
round Miss Linwood " 
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" I can summons you for this," burst out 
Butkmd. 

" Do so, then." 

" I will. You to call people nam^ ! 
You ! ' A nice mess you nearly got Miss 
Idnwood into, you did! Let me give you 
this bit of Information. When you sold us 
to Dioey's you did them the worst turn in 
the world. The figure they got the contract 
coi was thousands out." 

Then Rutland thrift. his ' face forward, 
malignant with rage. 

" And MisB lifiwood knew it. She dished 
you and Dicey's at the same time! " Rut-~ 
land laughed, shrilly. " I reckon we had 
you on a string, Miss Linwood and I. Gad ! 
what a joke we've had over it ! " 

A strange sensation of detachment from 
hinuell came over Alan Kennedy. He 
found himself telling hinuelf tliat to thrust 
his fist into the leering face of the man in 
front of him-would be to play the game. He 
wanted to do so. It seemed the right thing 
to do. It would be worth the consequences. 
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But he argued that the exultation of 
inflicting on this man physical pain must 
be foregone for the sake of some pumshment 
more salutary. He was thinking now not 
of Rutland alone. He was thinking of 
Barbara as well. They had been in league. 
They had plotted against Iiim. They be- 
hoved their plan to have been entirely 
successful. Its success had caused them 
merriment. Together they had laughed at 
him. Perhaps that same laughter had been 
on her Ups when she had come to him with 
her play acting, with her preposterous 
accusation. 

Rutland's brain was at that momoat 
more alert than. Kennedy's. He was not 
reeling under the shock of a complete disillu- 
sionment. He was quick to note the effect 
of his words. The suggestion he had made 
had been an inspiration sent by a beneficent 
Providence. It had bowled his adversary 
over. It had left him with no heart to use 
his weapons. 

Alan's distress put him on better terma 
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with himself. It was very pleasant to see 
his rival humbled. He knew exactly How 
Kennedy felt, — that he had been made a fool 
of, a laughing stock. Kennedy stood before 
him, in silenee> not looking at him. - He 
might have gone away if he had chosen, but 
he experienced ' sati^action at the spectacle 
of this man stricken dumb by the horror 
of his thoughts. 

Then Kennedy spoke. . His voice was very 
quiet, his manner so subdued that Rutland 
thought that he had to deal with a beaten 
man. ' ' 

" I do not grudge you your joke," he 
said, without raising his eyes. " It seems 
to have given you both much pleasure. 
There's an old tag to the effect that he laughs 
longest who laughs last. Now I'm going 
to tell you something," and Alan Kennedy 
reused his brooding eyes until they compelled 
Rutland's gaze. " I'm going to make it 
my job to have you down and out. Til 
live to see you in the place where you've 
come from and where you ought to be . . . 
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,and that's the gutter. I can do it. If one 
waits long enough they can always catch a 
bad lot out. And you are the worst lot- 
God ever put brealJi into. As for Bar- 
bara " 

He stopped. 
* Max Rutland forced a laugh. He could 
afford to laugh now. 

" Well, as for Barbara ? " 

" No, I don't blame Barbara," Alan seemed 
to be speaking to himself alone. " She's 
so yoxmg . . . nhe's not a match for a real 
bad lot like you. I hop« Barbara won't 
suffer much . . . ." His voice trailed 
away. 

Rutland laughed again. He turned to 
go on his way. 

" Oh, I'll look after Barbara all right," he 
cried. 
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CHAPTER VII 

Max Rtttland went jatmtily on his way. 
He waa able entirely to disregard Kennedy's 
fierce threat. It waS the idle boast of a 
beaten man. People who could do things 
never threatened them. They did them 
instead. Everything"^ was quite Batisfactory. 
The Sim was shining, he had money in his 
pocket, Barbara might be in her flat to greet 
him, and Alan Kennedy was out of the 
running. 

Barbara was in her flat. She had thrown 
00 her outdoor things, too distraught to find 
any interest at all in going out. She battled 
against the consciousness of having done 
wrong. It was Alan who was unreasonable, 
overbearing, brutal, wicked in his accusations. 
It was all Alan's fault. What she ought to 
do was to put hiiu completely out of her 
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thoug^is, actually to hate him as she had 
declared she hated him. He was not worth 
thinking about. Yet she thought about him, 
thought about him with fear and longing and 



It was not Alan whom she hated, but 
herself. She hated herself for her anger, 
her taunts, her attack. She had shown 
herself in the worst possible" light. Why 
waa it that she was always at her worst 
when she was with Alan ? She could think 
of no reason. She had acted the virago, 
hurling abuse at him. He did not deserve 
that. That was not worthy of her. She 
ought to have sent him away, quietly, firmly, 
impassionately. Instead she had stormed 
at him. And now she was ashamed of 



Rutland's knock at her door prompted 
her first to pretend that ^e was out. She 
simply couldn't see anybody. But curiosity 
got the better of her. It might not be Alan 
back again. Nor even Rutland. She opened 
the door. 
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" Good morning. I had to look in at the 
office this mOTning, and on my way back I 
thought I'd look in and see if you weren't 
done up after laat night. Am I bothering 
you ? " 

He did not ask to be admitted. He him- 
self shut the outer door behind him, and made 
way for Barbara to precede him into her 
sitting room. 

Barbara strove for an excuse for sending 
him away — ^for sending him away before he 
saw that her eyes were red with weeping, 
that all her self-control and composure, were 
gone. 
. " Oh, I say, what's the matter ? " 

It was too late. He had seen. He was 
all sympathy and cgnsideratlon. 

" It's — ^it's nothing. I'm all right." "^ 

" Can't you tell me ? " 

She shook her head. There was a pause. 
Outside a church bdl began ringing clam- 
orously. 

" I think I can guess," said Max Rutland, 
quietly. 
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" You can guess ! " 

" Yes. I met Alan Kennedy just now." 

A deep flush swept over Barbara's cheeks. 
Of course Alan had carried out his threat 
and had launched his attack oii Rutland. 

" I gather that you and Kennedy are no 
longer engaged," he went on. " I do hope 
that — ^that affair of Dicey's was not the cause." 

" Don't talk about it at all. I — I can't 
bear it," cried Barbara. 

" Just let me say this," begged Rutland. 
" If you agree with Kennedy that it wouW 
be unwise for us to be friends, just say the 
word. Because we do business together I 
have no desire to thrust myself upon you. 
I should be more sorry than I dare tell you, 
but " 

"Why should it be imwise for us to be 
friends ? " she demanded, boldly. 

" I don't know," he replied, with an almost 
imperceptible shrug of his shoulders. " Un- 
less you suspect me of the manifold crimes 
of which Kennedy seems to think me guilty." 

" What did he say to you ? " 
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" He confined himself for the most part to 
calling me names," and Rutland smiled 
faintly. " I suppose he's been trying to put 
you against me ? " he added. 

Barbara turned away. She felt like a 
traitor in discussing Alan with Rutland. 
She wanted to be loyal to him, to defend him 
against even himseU. 

" I — ^I don't know what's come over Alan 
lately," she murmured, brokenly. 

" By some extraordinary chance he seems 
to have seen us at the theatre last night," 
continued Rutland, " and that has annoyed 
him . I confess that I'm not versed in all 
the conventions, but I'm hanged if I 
can see any harm in taking^ you to the 
theatre." 

" Of course there is no harm." 

" Then you do not share Kennedy's ex- 
treme views ? " 

He was forcing her against her will to take 
^sides. She did not wish to discuss the sub- 
ject. She wondered why Mr. Rutland did 
not see how embarrassing it was. 
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" As I Bay, I don't know what's come 
over Alan lately," she faltered. 

" Well, I'm glad yoU're ijot going to turn 
me off," he said, with a laugh. " Because, 
as a matter of fact, X want you to come 
with me to the Piccadilly again. That show 
we saw comes off this week, and a new one 
will be put on on 'Saturday. A first night 
is always great sport. All the interesting 
people will be in front. I've got two seats. 
But, of course," he added, hurriedly, "if 
you'd rather go with somebody else you can 
have both seats with all the pleasure in the 
world." 

Barbara did not know how to reply. She 
did not want to go to the theatre so doon again 
with Max Rutland. There are a few con- 
ventions to be obeyed even by bachelor girls 
living their independent lives. Atr the same 
time she could not refuse without seeming to 
show that to a certain extent at least she 
endorsed Alan's opinion of Rutland. 

" Wouldn't you rather go with somebody 
else for a change ? " she asked, weakly. 
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" No," he replied, promptly and serioxisly, 
" If you won't go with me and you won't 
accept both tickets I'll go by myself. But 
it seems a pity to waste a stall for a first 
night at the Piccadilly. You're not thinking 
of what Mrs. Grundy would say, are you ? " 
and he laughed. 

She knew that he meant to' ask if she were 
thinking- of what Alan would say. What 
did it matter what Alan might say ? She 
did not know to what code of conduct Alan 
adhered. It seemed to be a singular com- 
bination of laxity and rigidity. He con- 
demned Rutland for she knew not what. 
He could excuse himself for what she did 
know. Either he totally failed to appreciate 
the gravity of his offence against the broader 
codes of honour or he was acting the hypo- 
crite in finding wrong where none existed. 

"May I tell you to-morrow whether I 
shall come or not ? " she asked, timidly. 

*' Why, certainly. But I shall be dis- 
appointed if you don't. I shall be off now. 
I say," he paused, awkwardly, " please 
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don*t worry about things, 5Css Linwood. 
There's no man on earth worth worrying 
about. And don't forget — I'll not be ft bit 
offended if you come to the conclusioii that 
you'd rather not see mo." 

She gave him a troubled smile. " Fll 
not come to that conclusion, Mr. Ruthind,*' 
she said, quietly. " You are very, very 
kind to me " 

As Rutland confided to a friaid over 
lunch he was having the most priceless en- 
tertainment of his life. . . . 

Several mornings later found Alan Kennedy 
in his office struggling with some calculations. 
For the first time since ^arly childhood he 
found the elementary principles of multi- 
phcation, addition and substraction exceed- 
ingly difficult to grasp. He had added up 
a comparatively short column of figures 
three times and made a different total each 
time which made for variety if not for 
accuracy. 

He could not keep his mind on his work. 
Such ordinary sounds as were made by the 
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office boy,, wrestling with a*c'dpying'pres»i'-6if' ' 
by the traffic of the street outside jarred on 
his nerves. The activities of his brain were 
divided between builder's materials and the 
knowledge that he had acted like a fool. 
At one moment he was telling himself that 
nine and eight made sixteen and the next, 
and equally erroneously, that it could not 
possibly matter to him now what happened 
to Barbara. 

He blamed himself for going to see her. 
He blamed himself still more angrily for hav- 
ing behaved so foolishly when he had seen 
her. Instead of making a quiet, earnest 
appeal to her, he had scolded her, he had 
shown himself as jealous and vindictive, he 
had put himself utterly in the wrong. Not 
content with that he had assailed Rutland in . 
suoh a fashion that the latter was able to 
take up a superior attitude, to laugh at 
his threats, to treat him with scorn and 
contempt. 

And all for what ! What good had he 
done ? No good at all, but only harm. 
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: ^> fi(tfa'6kki^ ' Butland to Barbara he had 
only forced her to champion him. She 
wotdd regard him' now as a man maligned 
by a resentful rival who had been beaten. 

He stro re to put his thoughts of her from 
him. Thinking of her brought oply agony 
to him. Far better to forget. And for a 
few minutes he would wrestle with the work 
before him only to find that between his 
eyes and the sheet of paper would arise the 
vision of Barbara and all Uie sweetness and 
purity and freshness of her girlhood. On 
his ears would fall the music of her voice. 
He fancied that again he felt the pressure 
of her hajid on his arm. He rambled again 
with her through Kensington Gardens while 
the walls of their dream castles rose higher 
and higher. Then with a start he would 
pull himself together, and the vision would 
disappear and the music would be- silenced 
and the dream castles would fall in ruins 
again. 

He told himself savagely that what he 
had to think about was his work, and that 
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work was all that was worth thinking about. 
He was prospering. Recognition had come 
to him at last. He was nuking good His 
banker had come to treat him with more 
respect. All that would have been a sheer 
joy to him with Barbara to share it was now 
his, and he was contemptuous and indifferent 
to it all. 

He spent all his wakeful hours at work 
now. He had nothing else to do, no other 
interest in life. To court sleep he would 
set ofi late at night on a dogged march through 
sleeping streets. He would return home to 
his indifferent lod^gs tired out and wake-, 
ful still. And one day differed not at all 
from that which preceded aad that which 
followed it. The joy liad gone out of his 
life, the zest for living. The drab, soul- 
less round of the business day alone 
remained. 

The door of his room was unceremoni- 
ously opened, and a man slightly older than 
he came in. 

" Hullo, Butler." 
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" Morning, Blennedy. Busy ? " 

" Pretty fair." 

" You're in luok. What's the job ? " 

" A thing of Dicey's." 

" Dicey's. Risky, isn't it ? Will you get 
your money ? Dicey's are in Queer Street, 
they say." 

" It's not true. They're losing a lot over 
that railway, but it would take more than 
that to crack up Dicey's." 

" Hope you're right. By the way the 
latest nimour is that the bally old Railway 
itself is none too healthy." 

'' I've heard that. It may be true. It's a 
small concern." 

" For a railway, yes. But it's a pretty 
big thing, all the same. If it comes down, 
so will a lot of other people we know. What 
rotten times we're living in ! There's no 
money to be made anywhere." 

Alan Kennedy did not reply. 

" But that's not what I called to see you 
about," wrait on the other. " Our con- 
founded typmt -is ill again. Do you know of 
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anybody who could come along to give us 
a hand ? " ^ 

Alan hesitated. 

" I gave you Miss liiiwood's address. 
Can't she do your work temporarily ? " 

" No ; she can't." 

" Why not ? " Kennedy looked up. 

" She's full up. I've been to see her. 
She tells me that until she engages help 
she can't tackle more work. She's turning 
down lots. It seems she's working almost 
exclusively for Kersland's." 

" Oh ! " 

" That bounder Rutland was there when 
I called. You're pretty pally with ^Siss 
linwood, aren't you ? I wonder you don't 
tell her what an outsider he is. How woinen 
can see anything in that chap licks 
creation ! " 

Alim Kennedy kept his gaze on the papers 
in front of him. 

" He left with me and I had to walk as 
far as the Underground with him. He 
talked about Miss Linwood-^— told me he 
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was taking her to the new show at the Picca- 
dilly on Saturday." 

Kennedy waited. " He told you that," 
he said, at length," so that you might come 
along and tell me. Hia plans are wonder- 
fully successful." 

" But why do you allow it ? If Miss 
Ldnwood were a friend of mine " 

" Perhaps you'd learn to mind your own 
business." 

" Oh, as you -like ! But there are times 
when minding one's own business means 
letting other people go to the devil. . . . 
You can't help me with a typ}.st, then ?" 

" No." 

" Thanks for nothmg. You're like a bear 
with a sore head this morning. What's up ? *'' 

" I'm busy, can't you see ? I've got more 
to do than gossip about what doesn't con- 
cern me." 

Kennedy spoke venomously. He was 
worried beyond endurance. His companion 
had voiced the very fears that tormented 
him. 
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" There are times when minding one's 
own fonsineas means letting other people 
go to the devil." 

The works bomed and seared his brain. 

His compwiion rose, offended. 

" Oh, all right. Why didn't you say that 
at first? So long." 

He took his leave, abruptly, and Kennedy, 
with a groan, turned again to his work. 

Barbara's plight was revealed to him in all 
it's stark and desperate detail. Rutland 
had succeeded in getting his work and his 
alone to monopoHze all her time. He con- 
trolled her business. At present he guided -^ 
it with a velvet glove. But at any time 
the grip might be tightened with his iron 
hand. Remedy did not believe that there 
was in the man's nature any chivalry, any 
generosity, any goodness. He was the 
hunter and his net was spread, and the 
victim was, all unconsciously, already in his 
toils. 

Poor httle Barbara ! She was other 
people's business now. She had spumed 



108 A BUSINESS GIRL 



i smcenty. I 



his advice. She hod attacked his f 

He ootdd do no more. The ivlieei was 
turnings and the butterfly was moving to 
its fate. 

Kennedy rose to his feet, pushing his chair 
back roughly. 

" Somebody else's business." 

It was still his businesSi for his love for 
Barbara gave him his right. But what was 
to be done ? 
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CHAPTER VIII 

The sudden succesa^of Barbara's enterprise 
forced her to look ahead, to prepare for still 
greater succras. Already the amount of 
work that tumbled into her flat was more 
thfin ehe could possibly tackle by heraelf. 
The next st^ was to secure an ofdce and a 
staflE. For the, former two modest rooms at 
the top of a building in Victoria street 
sufficed. It is true that the rent was not as 
modest as the accommodation, but circum- 
stances compelled her to chose the locality. 
Her stafE comprised an efficient typist and 
a learner. Then there were furniture and 
the rental of a telephone, while future 
charges such as Hghting, cleaning and so on, 
on which she had not calculated, gave an 
early promise of descending upon her. 

Sarbara' linwood was an optimist. 
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Without optimism there can be no success in 
business. She refused to be depressed by 
her own meagre store of savings. What she 
had spent she called capital account. She 
did not quite understand what capital accoimt 
meant, but she resolved that instead of 
being a disbursement it was really an asset. 
She kept her thoughts on the future and 
worked late every n^ht. 

Max Rutland was ever ready with his 
counsel and advice. A good deal of Barbara's 
optimism was inspired by him. He had 
many comforting maxims, such as : " You 
can't make money without spending money," 
and "You've got to buy business nowadays." 
When the thoughts of her bank balance 
brought her misgivings, she remembered 
these maxims, and found solace in them. 

These busy working days were all to 
Barbara's liking. It was when her work 
was finished and she had time to think that 
sadness fell on her again. The success for 
which she strove could have no finality. 
Inher moods of inevitablef depression, when 
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she was wearied in mind and body, the 
future represented not the. thrill of material 
success, but loneUness and advancing years 
and a time when success is bereft of its 
exultant thrill. 

There seemed to be no alternative. Not 
once did she contemplate that anybody else 
could take Alan Kennedy's place. She had 
given her heart to him and he held it still. 
She knew that although he had failed her 
her predominant feeling towards him was 
not anger but only iafinite disappointment. 
The sympathy of the thoughts they had 
shared, the communion of their outlook on 
life, all the intimacies of their friendship — 
nothing could ever take the place of these. 
Something hpd gone out of her life, something 
BO vital that life itself had suffered. The 
present was filled with, regrets, the future 
with vague, uneasy dread, the past held 
all the sunshine, and the clouds hid all the 
sui^hine from her. 

The sphere of business in which her work 
lay was paeaing through one of those crises 
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which eflEect all enterprises from time to " 
time. Many important firms were finding 
it difficult to keep going. One of the biggest 
of these — ^Dicey's — existed only because of 
its vast resources. Kersland's lived from 
hand to inouth, and was saved rather because 
of the contracts it had failed to get than by 
those' it had secured. 

One of the causes of this disturbance was 
the threatened collapse of the Great North 
Railway. A small company, as railways 
go, it had failed to get parliament bills 
through on which it had relied. This loss 
knocked the bottom out of its calculations 
for the future. And its plight was made 
serious by the fact that work had begun. 
The people who rubbed their hands and in- 
dulged in self congratulation were those 
who not so long before had been moaning 
their bad luck in not getting in with the 
Great North Railway. They considered 
thiB now in the light of a special act of 
Providence. 

In these days when the City talked 
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anxiously about the Great Nwth Railway 
Max Rutland's temper lost much of its 
equanimity. He began to look worried. 
Even with Barbara his tone was sharper. 
She noticed the change, but made no com- 
ment. She had experience of the varying 
moods to which men in business are liable. 
She regarded her relations with Max Rutland 
simply in the light of business, and his 
curtnesB pleased rather than offended her. 

She had accepted his second invitation .to 
the theatre simply because she could think 
of no reasonable excuse for refusing it. 
After all, her own acumen told her that it 
would be foolwh to offend Mr. Rutland, 
seeing that he was responsible for most of 
the work that came into her oflSce. But 
she looked forward to the evening's enter- 
tainment- with no pleasurable anticipation. 
The last experience had been disastrous. 

On ■•the Saturday morning Rutland rang 
her up. 

" Is that Mias Linwood ? Speaking ? All 
right for to-night ? Where shall we dixie 1 " 
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" Nowhere, if you please," she replied. 
" I'll have to work up to the last moment. 
I'll meet you at the theatre." 

" You must dine somewhere," he urged. 

" Not to-night," she laughed. " Really, 
I can't." 

" All right," his voice sounded disappointed- 
" I'll send a cab for you." 

" Oh, please don't trouble. I can easily 
find a cab for myself." 

" How independent you are ! " 

" It is a privilege of the business girl." 

There was a pause before hia reply reached 
her ears. 

" Have it your own way, then. I shall 
be waiting for you in the foyer of the theatre 
at- half-past eight. I hope the show will 
be up to the mark. I'm banking on it." 

" Have you put mon^ into it, then ? " 

, " Rather not. Only hopes — plenty of 
them. Good-bye tiU this evening." 

" Good-bye." 

Barbara went away from the instrument 
with a troubled expression. She wished 
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that Mr. Rutland would not pay her all 
these attentions. She wish^ that he would 
leave her quite alone save when he had busi- 
ness to talk to her. An uneasiness assailed 
her conscience again. What would Alan 
think if he heard that she was going out ^ 
with Max Rutland a ' second time ? He 
would not dare make another scene. She 
had sent him away, declaring her actual 
hatred of him. The blood mounted to her 
forehead as she remembered her fierce words. 

It was a lie she had spoken. She did not 
hate him, never could hate him. She had 
been carried away by her anger. She won- 
dered if the greater part of that anger was 
against herself. Again and again she had 
told herself that she had done no wrong, 
but still her conscience refused to be placated. 
Her loyalty to Alan Kennedy was im- 
diminished, and that loyalty seemed incon- 
sistent with her friendship for a man whom 
Alan disliked so cordially. 

It was a tangle which she had not the heart 
to set herself the task to unravel. It seemed 
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CHAPTER IX 

All the excitement and interest of a first 
night was apparent to Barbara as she en- 
tered the foyer of the Piccadilly Theatre. 
It was crowded with people taking stock 
of each other, and for a moment she did not 
see Rutland. His greeting was unnecessarily 
cordial. Max Rutland, deprived of the 
pleasure of dining with Barbara, had dined 
alone and so had the bottle of CSiquot all 
to himself. Barbara, entirely unsuspecting, 
gave'him her hand and a gay smile. 

" Your virtue of punctuaUty is one of the 
brightest jewels a woman can possess ! " he 
exclaimed, extravagantly. 

" How nice to be told of one's virtues," 
she laughed. 

They made their way to their seats at the 

back of the stalls. The theatre was very foil. 
in 
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To Barbara, Kutland pointed out this 
famous person and that — an actress, the 
wife of Cabinet Minister, a great lawyer, 
a notorious Company promoter. It was 
Barbara's first experience of the kind. 
It afforded its own thrill. The dresses, the 
jewels — ^it all delighted her. It was interest- 
ing to notice how oommon-place the majority 
of famous people looked. She did not want 
to talk to Rutland. She wanted to see 
everything. The curtain went up at the 
moment when she remembered that she was 
scarcely fulfilling the duties of a gnest. 

A revue held the stage — a gorgeous medley 
of singing and dancing and farce. Barbara 
watched it with bright, eager eyes. Now 
and again she laughed aloud. To Rutland 
the sound of her laughter was more pleasing 
than any that came from the stage. It 
had in it something suggestive of the tink- 
ling of glass. At the end of the first part he 
asked her if she liked it. 

" Oh, it's simply splendid ! " she cried, 
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" I think it'll go," he said, judiciously. 
" You're enjoying it, too, aren't you ? " 
~ " Oh, yes." There waa a trifle hesitation 
'in his voice. "I can't say I'm altogether 
^Sn the mood for the theatre to-night. I've 
■ had a shockingly worrying day." 

" Oh, I'm 80 sorry. Why didn't you 
'-' 'phone me up and put me off ? I think the 
r theatre is horrid if you're not in the mood 
i for it." 

*' Please don't misunderstand me. I'm 
i not in the mood for the theatre, but I'm 
absolutely in the mood for sitting beside 
you and watching you enjoying the piece. 
You would not have had me punish myself 
because of my worries ? " 

" What are the worries ? Can you tell 
me ? Or is it a secret ? " 

" It is a secret — ^in a way. But I can tell 
you." 

He emphasized the last word. " It's 
KerslanA's that's worrying me. He wants 
to close down. We're making no money, 
and he's old, and he's sick of keeping on." 
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Barbara stared straight in front of her 
ovei the rovB of beads in the stalk. She 
fought madly not to let her compsoiion see 
the efEect of his news upon her. 

" Kersland tpanta to dose dowm." 

The blow was a sickening one. It affects 
hsiv ahuost wit^ physical nausea. For it 
meant nothing short of her own ruin. 

For Kersland's work with its promise of 
dependable regularity she had sacrificed h^ 
other connections. The other firms, whose 
work ^e had had to refuse time and again, 
no longer offered it to her. By this time they 
would have got someone else into their ways. 

Rutland went on talking. In a vague 
manner she knew that he was pouring out 
to her his self pity. It was too bad, he said, 
that all the work he had put into the business 
should go for nothing. Hiere was still a 
nucleus of business that would be useful 
in the future. But Kersland wouldn't see 
it. Kersland wouldn't listen to reason. 
Kersland wanted to close down. Whffli ? 
Oh, almost at once ! 
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Almost at once with a year's rent to face, 
with a dozen obligations, trivial in themselves, 
yet not to be met without that regular cheque 
from Kersland's. What would happen if 
She couldn't pay ? What could they do 
to her ? 

Rutland was watching her narrowly. He, 
saw the quick movements of her breathing, 
the lips that trembled despite the struggle 
to be cfdm, the white fingers interlaced till 
one left a bruise on the other. 

" I consider that . Kersland isn't playing 
the game," he went on. " Even though 
we're in pretty bad times there's no use 
throwing up the sponge." 

" I — ^I suppose not," faltered Barbara. 

" Of course not," he responded. 

There might be no use throwing up the 
sponge. But what if the sponge were dragged 
from one's grasp, the sponge from which 
one got one's Hving ? That was likely to 
be her fate. The whole edifice of her 
livelihood, the edifice she had taken suoh 
pride in was assailed. One suoh shatteriug 
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blow would level it to the ground. There 
could be no rebuilding. Such an edifice 
must be built on the foxindation of credit. 
Her failure would shatter that foundation 
aa well. 

" As I put it to Kersland — " Max Rutland 
was saying, and then the curtain went up 
on the second part. 

All Barbara's enjoyment in the revue was 
utterly gone. She looked at the stage, but 
it was with eyes that saw nothing. Her 
thoughts were in the little office in Victoria 
Street, the little office over which hung an 
ignominious doom. 

Once she remembered that to a great 
extent Rutland was responsible for her fate. 
On his suggestion she had almost confined 
her work to Kersland's. She had put all 
her eggs in one basket, and havoc had over- 
taken the basket, and all the eggs were 
smashed. But she put away from her mind 
all blame of Rutland. It was not his fault. 
He had acted for the best. He had had no 
idea that Kersland's might close down. It 
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was nobody*8 fault. But it was her mis- 
forfctme. 

With infinite relief she saw the final fall 
of the curtain. Rutland turned onher^quickly. 

" I've been watching ypu," he said. 
" You're upaet over what I've told you. I 
was a fool to tell you when you were out to 
enjoy yourself. I'm awfully sorry. You 
wouldn't have dinner with me. Well, you 
must have supper. No. I insist. We 
can discuss things then. Come along." 

She had not the will jiist then to refuse. 
Besides, she wanted to hear more. She had 
a morbid desire to hear further details of 
this cataclysm that was about to befall her. 

They went to the Savoy, where there were 
more lights, more music, and more gaiety. 
Impossible to discuss financial ruin amid such 
surroundings. She had no wish to eat or 
drink. ^Rutland pressed champagne upon 
her. She sipped at her glassful, and he helped 
himself to the rest. 

Max Rutland felt the need of somp Dutch 
courage. Now that his plans had matured 
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a certain umety bought him f(»ebodiiigB. 
He very much feared that he had wasted hia 
time . . . 

The exhilaration of the wine prevented 
him from weighing his words. 

" If you're wonying oyer Kersla^d's 
businesa," he began, when they were driving 
back in a cab, " you needn't. You needn't* 
reidly, old girl." 

She glanced quickly at him. 

" Needn't I ? " she asked, 

"No. Not a bit. That'll be all right." 

" How will it be all right ? It seems to 
me that it will be all wrong." 

" Not at all. m see you through." 

She flashed him another glance. 

" How can you do that ? " 
""" Quite easily. Tm not broke. Not by 
a long chalk. Tve feathered my own nest. 
Kersland's a fooL I'm not sure but that I 
won't carry on Kersland's by myself. In 
any case ifU be quite all right. Quite all 
right. If ever" you're stumped for a little 
ol the ready you come to me." 
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This time Barbara did not ^anoe at him. 
She sat erect. 

*' Yon must know^ Mr. Bntland, that that 
is ont of qnestion." 

'* Pooh. Rot ! We're pals, aren't we ? 
We're going to be better pals, aren't we ? 
Barbara, old, girl, you are adorable. Simply 
adorable ! " 

Swift, intolerable horror had Barbara in 
its grip. Bjs arms were about h^, his lips 
forced on hers. For a moment she remained 
perfectly Btill. It was as though she were 
stunned. The next she was beating on the 
glass behind the driver. The cab drew up. 
It had not come to rest when she fiung the 
door open and sprang out. She slipped, 
regained her foothold, and ran. Ran as 
though pursued by the hcoror she had ex- 
perienced; blindly, without knowing her 
direction. 
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CHAPTER X 

When she realised what she was doing 
Barbara came to a halt. Then ehe got into 
another cab fuid drove to her flat. She was 
furionsly, madly angry. The insult tu'oused 
all the fierce passion of which her nature was 
capable. She regretted that she had not 
given Rutland in charge. She wanted him 
to suffer. He had made hex suffer. He had 
filled her with shame. The memory of his 
Mas afflicted her with nausea. The thought 
that he had held her in his strong embrace 
w^ a torture to her. 

So this was the sort of man he was ! Worse 
still, he had thought that this was the sort 
of girl she was. What had she ever done 
to let him think that ? She could recall 
not one word, not one action of hers, capable 
of such an interpretation. Had he been 
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drank 7 She oould not grant him even that 
excuse. She could grant him no excuse. 
He was a thing to be loathed, to be hated. 

She saw now the chain of machinations he 
had welded for her subjection. She realised 
the whole, hideous plan to Irind her to his 
will. His true colours he had shown that 
day when he sent her from Keraland's. 
What followed was a sinister sham. His 
apology was a sham. His pretended in- 
t^est in her welfare a sham. He had acted 
bis part to perfection. He had omitted no 
detiuL She had thought he had been 
sincere. Now she knew that there was no 
atncerity in his composition. He was false 
all through, utterly bad all through. 

Alau Kennedy bad been right. It was a 
shock to h^ to remembOT his words. 

" He is the sort of man no decent girl can 
be seen with." , 

Yes : he was right. She had asked him 
how he dared say such a thing. She bad 
turned on him, imputing all manner of mean- 
ness to him. And he had been ri^t 1 What 
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could he think of her for what she had said ? 
That she acqmesced in the character of 
Butland 2 That she tolerated as her friend 
one who sought with a bribe to buy her 
kisses ? The thought was intolerable. She 
had been disappointed in Alan. She could 
not bear that he should be disappointed in 
her. 

Her next thought came as a natural 
sequence. Was her disappointment in Alan 
justified ? It had been based on the direct 
accusation of a man she could no longer 
trust. True, she could not imagine how 
otherwise the secret of these figures could 
have reached Dicey's. But an hour before 
her imagination would have revolted at the 
pdssibiUty, of Max Rutland behaving as he 
had done. The bareness of his veiled threat, 
and the open, sordid meanness of his bribe 
were to her fax worse than the grossness of 
his physical assaxdt. That had frightened 
her, sickened her. The other made her 
ashamed. What must he have thought of 
her. Oh, what on earth must he have 
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thought of her 7 And Alan — oould he think 
the same now ? 

There was no sleep for Barbara that night. 
She lay on h&t bed, wide-eyed, through 
tumultuous hours when she was possessed 
by the whole gamut of emotions. She arose 
to find that these hours had left their mark. 
She dashed water on her cheeks to brir^ 
back their colour. She resolved that she 
would employ the peace of Sunday to come 
to definite conclusions. She was faced by 
more than one crisis. 

There was the crisis of her little office. 
She could hope for nothing less than her 
ruin now. Without Kersland's work she 
would be idle, maybe for weeks, maybe for 
longer than weeks. She could not afEord 
at the present juncttire to be idle for one 
week. She had the rent of her fiat and the 
rent of her office to meet and her capital was 
at vanishing point. 

Something had to be done and at once. 
Rutland's behaviour gave her the impetus 
to go on. Otherwise she might have given 
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in. Now she wanted to show him that he 
was indispensable to nobody, that she could 
afiord to throw his shameful bribe in his 
face, that he could keep the work he con- 
trolled, and that she would find other elsewhere. 
On the Monday she would canvass the firms 
whose work she had rejected. To them she 
would explain the situation. It would 
mean eating humble pie, but any pie was 
better than no food. That was what it 
might mean. No food ! Easy for people 
smu^y to assert that there is no excuse 
for unemployment these days. They had 
never made the experiment. Barbara had. 
She could recall long periods in her ex- 
perience when there had not seemed to be 
one vacant post in the whole coimtry. The 
thought of another time like that frightened 
her. 

Then there was Alan. She could not 
remain in doubt whether she had treated 
Alan badly or as he deserved. But how to 
find out ? She could not go to him now — 
a failure. Only one conclusion would be 
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open to him — ^that she had come to the end 
of her tether and that Max Rutland had 
compUed with hia estimate. He could en- 
tertain no gentler feelings towards her now. 
She had scolded him, tamited him, declared 
that she hated him — Abated him ! — he had 
gone away with those words in his ears. 
No — she could not go to Alan. 

The long day was an agony to her. The 
houre brought only more perplexities, not 
one conclusion. They redoubled her fears, 
her sense of the hopelessness of her position. 
She thought with dread of the morrow. 
On the morrow she would have to tell her 
staff, with whom she had shared her optimism, 
that her calculations had all gone wrong, 
.' that defeat and not success was coming to 
her, and that she must fight her battle by 
herself. The two girls would have to go. 
They would blame her. She had led them 
to expect security of tenure, and she had 
failed them. She had failed everybody ! 
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CHAPTER XI 

WrrH laggard steps the next morning die 
went to her oQice, and waiting for her there ' 
in her own room was Mas Rutland. 
hi For a moment she staxed at him, too 
astounded to speak. The e&ontery of the 
man was ooloasal. He was debonnaire, 
smiling, yet with that suggestion of penitence 
of which she had learnt to beware. Instinot 
told her tiiat he had come to win back 
her esteem. The esteem he had lost. She 
did not stop to think why. She only knew 
that he was a dangerous man, and that all 
her composure and self-control were necessary 
to defeat his designs, whatever they might be. 

Her lips parted. " What do you want 
here ? " she demanded, coldly. 

" To apologise to you," he said. 

« Again ? " 

w . ;. 
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" YeSt again. When the wine's in the 
wit's out. The wine was in last night. I 
was not myself. I am deeply sorry." 

" I am glad you are sorry,*' she said, 
frigidly. " Now will you please go ? " 

" Give me a moment. Do you consider 
it a heinous offence tor a man to kiss a 
girl?" 

" Under certain circumstances — ^yea." 

" Undra such circumstances as last 
night ? " 

" Most certainly. But I do not wish to 
discuss it with you." 

" Forgive me if I have a particuhu* reason 
for wishing to discuss it with you. Do you 
consider me solely to blame ? '* 

'' What do yon mean ? " 

" I mean, do you not think, having regard 
to the past, that your conduct might lead 
me to think and hope that my attentions 
to you meant more than mere friendship ? " 

" My conduct I " Barbara cried, with & 
flush. "Do you suggest that my conduct 
has led you to think that I ^onld allow you 
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to — ^to maul me about ? '* she spoke with 
rising indignation. 

" Mauling about," be said witb a faint 
■ smile, "is a harsh term to apply to my 
ardour." 

*' It is the least harsh term I can think of/' 
she replied, angrily. 

" I put it to you," he said, with ominous 
cahn, " that a girl who accepts favours from 
a man and who allows him to take her about 
is not wholly indifferent to that man. Not 
if sho is the right-sort of girl, at any rate." 

" You are an unspeakable cad | " binst 
out Barbara. 

" You have not answered my question." 

" I have accepted no favours from you." 

*' No ? What about this business of 
your's ? " 

"You offered me biisiness. I accepted it. 
There is no favour in that." 

" Yet I could have had that business 
done more cheaply and — may I say it ? 
more efiSciently elsewhere." 

"Then you are a fool not. to have taken 
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it elsewhere. There ought to be no friend- 
Bhip in business." 

" I admit I've been foolish. I mistook 
you entirely. I did not think you were a 
girl who took all and gave nothing. You 
knew I loved you.. I told you so once.. 
You cannot have forgotten." 

Barbara grew pale. * ' You—- you apologized 
for that. You " 

" Apologized for loving you ? Oh, surely 
not ! " 

" At least you — " She stopped. Again 
he had driven her into a comer. He seized 
his advantage. 

" You knew I loved you. You must 
have known that I was trying my hardest 
to regain your esteem. I've been good to 
you. You must admit that. I've helped 
you in your work. I've tried to cheer you 
up out of working hours. Because my 
love for you made me forget myself for a 
moment you call me an unspeakable 
cad. Is that justice ? " 

The {pil wag silent. The bollowness of 
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his plausible argument wae plain to her. 
Yet she found it difficult to bear it down. 
He had thrown upon her the onus of defending 
her conduct. And now he was standing 
before her, a mild, outwardly indulgent 
aoouser. 

" I don't care whether it's justice or not,", 
she cried, wildly, " It's the truth. You had 
no right to behave as you did. I never want 
to see you again.'* 

" Are you sure of that 7 " 

" I am quite sore of that." 

" You are quite certain you can get along 
vwy nicely here without me ? " 

She paled. " I know what you are try- 
ing to threaten me with — ^that you will take 
away your wofk," she exclaimed. " You 
think that you have driven me into a hole 1 
-You think you have made me dependent on 
you. I'm not. I'm not I I'd rather starve 
than accept any more work at your hands." 

" I should imagine that starving was an 
uncomfortable ordeal," he said, quietly. 
" Look here, Miss Linwood, You must 
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listen to reason. I admit I oughtn't to have 
called on you so soon. YoU are still very 
angry with me. Honestly, I think there 
is no justification for this extreme hostility 
towards me. But I'm ready to make any 
admissions — because I love you. I want 
you to do me the honour one day of becoming 
my wife." 

He paused. It was a bold stroke — the 
boldest stroke he had made. He half re* 
gretted its rashness. 

" Wait." He interrupted her reply. " I 
said ' one day.* That will be when you 
think better of me again, when you can 
make excuses for my — ^my lapse. I shall 
do all in my power to regain your esteem — 
to make myself worthy of you. I " 

" It is quite — quite impossible, Mr. Rut- 
land," she broke in. " I can never marry 
you." 

" I was going to say that in the meantime 
I shall leave you quite alone. I shall in no 
way force myself upon you. But I shall 
see to it that your business suffers no loss. 
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Even if Kersland's goes under I can keep 
you full up with work." 

Barbara was watching him, and an ex- 
pression which he could not control repeated 
its warning. 

" You axe very kind, but— ^but I cannot 
accept it," she said, in a low voice. The 
refusal was a sacrifice. The temptation 
was great to play the man's own game, to 
beat him with his own cards. But her new 
found knowledge of his character made it 
impossible for her ever again to associate 
herself with him. It would be like fighting 
a never ending battle. And one unskilful 
technical move would immediately put him 
in the ascendancy. 

" I wonder if you quite understand 
me ? " he went on, patiently, " I propose 
that I do not intend to see you again for 
weeks, maybe months. In the meantime you 
will be able to run this ofQce without scramb- 
ling roimd for irregular work — irregularly 
paid. You will be able " 

*' I understand perfectly what you propose, 
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Mr. Rutland," interrupted Barbara. " I 
cannot accept the proposal." 

" You have thought of the alternative ? ** 
he asked, with lowered brows. 

*' There are many alternatives." 

" Are you sure ? I can see only one. I 
know what you have let yourself in for here. 
Can you meet your obligations with casual 
work ? Can you ? " 

" I called yon an unspeakable cad, Mr. 
Rutland," Barbara broke in again with a 
fresh outburst of anger, "I, call you that 
again. No one who professed to be even a 
friend would seek to force such tera^ upon 
me. Will you go now ! " 

Max Rutland took a step towards her so 
that she retreated quickly. His eyes were 
blazing with venom. 

" All right," he snarled. " You can be 
sold up and you can go to the workhouse for 
all I care. I'm a cad, am I ? If I was to start 
calling you natues there's some choice ones 

I could think of. You ^What ace you 

going to do ? " 
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The question came sharply from his lipe. 
With a quick movement Barbara had gone 
over to the telephone. She lifted the receiver. 

" Hullo. Hullo ! " she cried. *^WilI you 
give me the nearest police station, please, 
I don't know the number. luickly plcEwie." 

She turned and faced Butland. He was 
quivering with rage. 

'* Now will you go, or will you wait for a 
^ constable 7 " 

He laughed in her face. 

" A constable ! You to send for a con- 
stable ! " he cried. "A pretty story I 
could tell a constable about you. You who 
sold oiu* secret figures to Kennedy, who sold 
them to Bicey's. You could deny that till" 
you're black in the face. Who would be- 
lieve you f m pay you out for this trick L 
By heaven I will ! I'll wait for your con- 
stable. Tell him to hurry up. We'll see 
who's most likely to be taken in charge ! " 

Barbara gazed at him in horror. The 
violence of the man clouded her powers 
of reasoning. He looked in his vindiotive 
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anger like some loatheBome animal. The 
voice of the operator was heard : 

" You're through to the Police. Station," 

Then another voice : 

" Police Station apeating. Who are you ? 
What do you want ! " 

She forced herself to reply. She found it 
almost impossible to frame the words. 

" I Fve made a miatt&e. I don't 

want you." 

She replaced the receiver. She remained 
with her back to Rutland. What was she 
to do now ? " 

" Yes, you've made a mistake— a big 
mistake." 

Rutland hiu-led the words at her. " When 
you've spent your last penny you'll find out 
just how big a mistake. It'U be your turn 
to come to me then. And, if you're the 
sensible girl I take you for, you will come. 
. . . Good morning." He left the room. 

Barbara sank into a chair, staring blankly 
at the door through which he had gcme, 
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CHAPTER Xn 

It was a week later. Five da^ had elapsed 
once prominent headlines in the financial 
press and inconspicuous paragraphs in the 
general prras had announced that the Board 
of Trade had ordered an ofiScial enquiry into 
the aSairB of the Great Nortik Railway. It 
was an annouuoement that stirred the city 
to the depths and rendered the shares of tiie 
Great North Railway quite unmarketable, 
bat to the general publio it meant less than 
the result of a match betwe^i two fashionable 
boxers for a substantial purse. To Alan 
Kennedy it was to mean everything. 

Along with a famous chartered accountant 
and one of the few contractors who enjoyed 
the confidence of all investors, he had been 
appointed to make an investigation of the 
papers of the company. It was a highly 
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honourable as well as a lucralave appointment. 
It stamped him as one of the leadii^ and 
most reliable men in hia profession. He was 
already exohanging his dingy ofSce in 
Chancery Lane for a sumptuous suite in the 
city, and there skilled subordinates were 
to be kept hard at work at the business which 
seemed to descend upon him from the clouds. 
Everybody in his line had heard of Alan 
Kennedy and of his sensational leap into 
prominence, had heard of him and envied 
him. The only man who did not envy him 
was Alan Kennedy himself. The fire of his 
enthusiasm had turned to ashes. He did his 
work grimly, conscientiously, with metriculoua 
care, puttii^ all his brains to it. But his 
heart was not in it. That was in the keeping 
of a young and beautiftd girl for whom, in 
the old days — a thousand years ago ? — ^he 
had waited until she might be released from 
her office. All the joy had gone out of his 
life when he might wait for her no more. 
His ignorance of what she was doing, of what 
had happened to her or was happening to her 
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was a perpetaEbl torment to him. In books 
he read of lovers who clm^ to their regrets 
becanse of the happiness that had once been 
theirs. -He knew that was a he. He wanted 
to foi^et Barbara. He wished that he had 
never gazed upon her sweet face, never been 
enthralled by the ma^c of her voice. These 
months of hopes and happiness were not 
worth a lifetime of anxious regrets. How 
could they be ? They were gone. They 
would never return. There only remained 
these thoughts, pregnant with pain, that 
stabbed and seared his brain. . . . 

.... He was at work in the London office 
of the Great North Bt^way Company. At 
the other side of the long, mahogany board 
table sat one of his colleagues. A mass of 
paper were before each of them. They made 
notes from documents from time to time. 
Sometimes they summoned a clerk and sent 
him for more papers. They received im- 
mediate obedience. To the Company's 
servants they wpre known as the " Govern- 
ment Men." They had the powers of 
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plenipotentiaries, it seemed. On their finding 
the Company might be wound np, and a 
great^many people would get the sack. 
They were therefore men to be appeased, 
men at whose bidding head clerks, depart- 
mental managers, ofiSce boys, commis- 
sionaires, came and went with exempliuy 
promptitude. 

The famous chartered accountant was 
accustomedtobeingheldintbisawe. He had 
once sat in judgment on a (jrovemment 
Department itself. The experience was new 
to Alan Kramedy, but it gave him no elation. 
It was a " job," a part of the year's routine, 
the beginning of a new line, maybe, but cm^ 
differing only in importance and magnitude 
from the one which had brought him in 
enough to stand Barbara cheap dinners 
in Soho. 

He sat at his work, examining dull docu- 
ments coldly, dispassionately, now and again 
throwing one across to his colleague with a 
" You'd better look at this," accepting those 
which were flung towards him. 
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The clerks of the Gompaaiy had3.tried to 
guess bis age. 

" He's a young chap for a big job like this," 
one said. 

** He's not so young as he looks," said 
another. " He's a hard nut, I should say. 
A' devilish hard nut. I shouldn't like to' 
.be up against him." 

*' I know a fellow in his office," said a third, 
with romantic thoughts. " He tells me that 
Kennedy was engaged to a girl and that it's 
broken ofE. She was a typist." 

" Kennedy's got on since those days," 
put in a materialistic youth. " No typists for 
him now. They say he's making a fortune, 
lives in Berkeley Square, he does." 

" Rot. He lives in digs. No better than 
mine, they are. I've been up at them with 
papers for him. Much you know about it." 

It was almost lunch time, Ke,nnedy's 
colleague glanced at his watch. 

" Let's have a chop at Simpson's," he said, 
" I'm getting peckish." 

Alan Kennedy did not reply. He was 
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reading a letter. He came to the end of it 
and he turned back and read it again. Thea 
he laid it down and stared at it, his hands 
clasped in front of him. His face was la 
the shadow. His companion could not see 
bis expression. 

'* Let's go and have a chop," the other 
repeated. " I make a point of never letting 
my work interfere with my appetite. So I 
preserve my digestion. . . . What's the 
matter, Kennedy ? " 

Kennedy's hands were slowly unclasped. 
He raised one hand and brought it down 
with a blow on the table. 

" I've got him I " 

The_ words burst from his lips. 

" Got him ? Got whom ? " 

*' Read that." He tossed the letter acr(^ 
the table. The other obeyed. " Yes. I 
don't see anything in it, Does it 
matter ? " 

" It matters — everything to me." 

" To you ? To you personally ? " 

" Yes. I'U explain to you this afternoon. 
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I must go at once. I want to catch a man 
before he goes out to lunch. 

"Won't it do after lunch?" asked the 
other, querulously. " There's no need to 
rush things on a govemment job. I've 
asked you to come and have a chop with 

me " 

.But Kennedy had clapped his hat on his 
head and rushed from the room. 

Outside he hailed a cab and jumped into 
it. Then he took the letter from his pocket 
and read it again. The strong lines on his 
face were accentuated. There was a suspicion 
of a smile about his lips. It was a hard 
smile of triumph. It was the smile of a man 
who had pursued his enemy and at last had 
him in his grasp. It was the smile of a man 
to whom vengeance is very sweet. 

He put the letter back into his pocket, 
and drew in a deep breath. The cab shot 
out of Queen Victoria Street on to the Em- 
bankment. The flash of the sunUght on 
the river seemed to Alan Kennedy brighter 
than usual, the grass in the Temple Gardens 
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ener. Providence had delivered his 
^ersary into his hands, 
lie cab stopped in Victoria Street, 
tmedy sprang up a flight of stairs. 
' Ib Mr. Keraland in ? " 
' Y^, sir. What name, sir ? " 
' Give him my card. Tell him I want to 
him on a strictly private matter." 
' Very good, sir." 
L moment's delay. Then. - 
Will you please step this way, air t " 
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CHAPTER Xni 

Mb. Ksbsland rose at the entxaace of his 
visitor. He was a man of over sixty, with a 
grey beard and moustache. He looked 
like a man who found his business a sore 
trial. He looked at Kennedy through big 
spectacles. His manner was distant. 
" How do you do, Mr. Kennedy ? " 
" How do you do, Mr. Kersland ? Can you 
give me half an hour ? " 

" luBuallylunchatthistime.Mr.Kennedy." 

" I think it will pay you to postpone your 

lunoh as I have postponed mine. I'm going 

through the Great North Railway Company's 

papers just now." 

" I know. But " 

" Among them I found this." 

He handed the letter to Kersland. 

The latter f ocussed it through bis spectacles. 
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As Alan Kennedy bad done, he read it twice. 
Then he laid it down with a gasp. 

" I — I scarcely understand," he said, 
weakly. 

" Let me explain, then. I daresay yon 
have been told that I was responsible for 
your failure to get the Great North Railway 
contract — ^that I divulged your figures 
to Dicey's." 

" Yes. I've been told that. It — it puts 
us in your debt, rather." 

" Never mind that. You see from this 
letter that that isn't true t " 

" But I can scarcely credit that — — " 

" That you've been sold ? But you have 
been sold. The writer of this letter cumot 
deny having written it. Itproves evraything- 
I have half a mind to send it to the Public 
Prosecutor." 

Mr. Kersland sat silent. He was'as a man 
stunned.- Never very quick at graspii^ the 
import of !new developments, this bolt from 
the blue^had bowled him over. 

" Since I*la here and I've proved my 
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innocence of a most dastardly charge — and 
one against which I could not defend myself, . 
may I ask you a fe* questions ! " 

" What do you want to know ? " 

" Is it true that you are going out of 
business ? " 

" Why do you ask ? " Mr. Kersland 
was over-burdened with suspicions. 

" Because if you are I am willing to make 
you an ofEer." 

*' For the goodwill ? Fve already had an 
offer." 

" From whom t From Mr. Butiand ? " 

" How did you gues^ that ? " 

" It seemed so obvious. Well, if you will 
let me have your books gone through I may 
be able to 'make you a better offer. You 
haven't closed, have you.? " 

" No, not yet." 

" Well, are you on ? " 

" I — I don't see why not. You must give 
me time, though." 

" Very well. I shall expect to hear from 
you to-morrow. I have one condition to 
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make. If you enterfcain my proposal ycra 
will he&p it a secret until the busings is 
either off or on. You can appreciate my 
reason for that condition." 

" Oh, of course, of course. But I don't 
like to be hurried, Mr. Kennedy. Will you 
lunch with me, and talk things over T " 

" Fm sorry, I can't. A sandwich will 
have to serve my purpose to-day. I want to 
look in at my own office. Then I've to go 
back to the Railway Offices. There's just 
one other thing I'd Uke to ask you." 

For the first time Alan Kennedy's manner 
became awkward and nervous. Kersland 
blinked at him. 

*' And what is that ? " 

" Who does your typing now ? " Kennedy 
blurted the question out. 

" Our typing ? Do you mean the big 
work ? I — ^I don't know, I'm sure. I'll 
find out, if you like ? " 

" Wait. Is it Miss Linwood ? " 

" No ; it is not Miss Linwood. She gave 
it up about a week ago." 
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" She gave it up ? " 

" So I understood from Mr. Rutland. I 
believe she left us in rather a hole. But, 
of course, Rutland attends to these details." 

These details ! It was a detail to Kersland 
that the bottom should be knocked out of 
Barbara's business, that the work on which 
she relied shoxild be swept away. Why 
should it be otherwise -7 Business is full of 
details that are real tragedies to someone 
else. 

Kennedy had asked these questions 
remembering what his friend Butler had told 
him — ^that Barbara was confining herself 
to the Kersland business. He remembered 
the suspicions that had sprung up within 
his own mind — that Max Rutland was re- 
sponsible, that he wanted to secure her 
dependence. Now he was putting on the 
screw. He had taken that business away. 
For a week Barbara had presumably been 
idle. Kennedy knew her affairs too well 
not to guess at the havoc a week's idleness 
would have on her resources. 
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What had happened in that week ? A 
thousand fears assailed him. He had striren 
to put Barbara out of his thoughts. Back 
she came into them with a rush to monopolize 
them. 

His friend Butler had been right and' he 
wrong. Barbara was not other people's 
business, but his business, and business that 
he had cruelly negleoted. In spite of aSl 
that Barbara could say he still owed her his 
protection. He prayed that it was not too 
late. ... 

He left Kersland abruptly and drove to 
his o£&ce. On his way there he made fresh 
resolves. He would instruct the Railway 
Company's secretary to send that very after- 
noon a mass of documents to Barbara. There 
was work there clamouring to be put into 
type. He would send life into the dry bones 
of her business. He would put ,the means 
into her power of ridding -herself of Max 
Rutland, if only she had the will. If only 
she had the will ! He would have given all 
he possessed to have read the secret of her 
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heart. He could not go to her, but he could 
Bend help. And she would never know who 
sent it. She must never know who sent 
it in case she refused it in her pride. There 
was gall In the thought. 

At the door of his ofiSce he met Butler. 

" This is the second time I've called on 
you to-day," said Butler. " Do you entirely 
neglect your office now ? " 

" I work here in the evenings. I've got 
to be at the Railway Offices through the day.'* 

" All work and no play " warned the 

other. 

"Do you want to see me about anything ? " 
asked' Kennedy . 

" Yes ; you may think it a small matter. , 
I ajwlogise for troubling you if you do. 
You remember my telling you about Rutland 
and your friend Miss Linwood ? " > 

Kennedy's expression hardened. 

" WeU ? " 

" That night Rutland told me' he was 
taking her to some theatre or other — I saw 
her." 
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" Well ? " 

" I WM coming up Whitehall. It was 
quite late — about midnight. I chanced to 
look inside a taxi that passed. I saw Rut- 
land and Miss Linwood." 

" Naturally he would drive her back.'* 

" Wait a bit. Something made me glance 
after the cab. It drew up. Before it stopped 
the girl sprang out. She nearly fell. ' I 
made to hurry back to help her. She flew 
like the wind down the street. I followed." 
I was nearly upon her when she got into 
another cab. That's ,all. I thought you 
ought to know." 

Alan Kennedy's face was pale as ashes. 

" Why didn't you tell me this before ? " 

"I've had to be in Scotland tiH this 
morning. It's not a thing I cared- to write 
about. It might mean anything — or 
nothing." 

" To you it meant ? " 

" That she was trying to escape that 
rotter's attentions." 

Kennedy's breath came quickly. 
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" To think," he panted, " that I've left 
her — all this time — ^to him. My God ! if I 
should be too late ! " 
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CHAPTER XIV 

Aftbb the visit of Max Rutland Barbara 
waited three days for a miracle to happen. 
In two days the decks were cleared of the 
work on hand. The third day was spent by 
her small stafi in idleness while Barbara flew 
round the town canvassing for work. She 
went first to the firms whose work she had 
been forced, to refuse. From these she 
received the information, in perhaps paidonable 
curtness, that they had made other arrange- 
ments. Other likely firms on which she 
called told her that they had no work to give 
out. 

One fact that was impressed upon her was 
the prodigious number of typewriting oflBces 
in town. The marvel was, not that her day 
was totally unproductive, but that she had 
ever got any work at all. The only miracle 

1T3 



176 A BUSINESS GIRL 

Bhe could count upon was the one that had 
happened — the fact that for a few ambitious 
weeks she hod actually been busy. No other 
miracle came her way. 

That evening she broke the news to her 
two yawning assistants. It was the hardest 
task she had tackled. 

" I'm awfully sorry to tell you," she b^an, 
falteringly, '* that I can't keep up this office 
any longer." 

There was a dead silence. Barbara longed , 
for the floor to open and swallow her. 
The elder girl raised her eyebrows. 
" Do you mean that you ore giving me 
notice ? " she asked, coldly. 

" I am giving myself notice, too," said 
Barbara, weakly. " I — I'm really most 
awfully sorry. I can't afford to keep on.'* 

" But this is very extraordinary, irai't 

it ? " 

Barbara had no reply. She felt rebuked. 

" I mean to say, when you engaged me 

you gave me to understand that this was a 

going concern/' cjied the Qther^ angrily, 
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" If rd had any idea that the show was going 
to bust up m a few weeks of course I'd have 
had nothing to do with it." 

" Of course not," agreed Barbara, 
tremulously. " Fd have had nothing to 
do with it myself, if Td known." 

" It was your business to know. I think 
you've let me down very badly. There were 
half a dozen other situations open ,to me ^ 
when I took this one." 

" Vm awfully sorry," was all poor Barbiura 
oould say. 

" It's no use being sorry," snorted 
the other. *' When do you want me to 
go ? " 

" This week, Tm afraid." 

" You know you can't do that," was the 
sharp retort. " You must give notice. I'm 
not sure but you can't be made to give a 
month's notice." 

" Oh, that's quite iflipossible," cried 
Barbara. 

" We'll see about that. I've got a cousin 
who's a solicitor and I'll ask him this very 
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night. I consider you are behaving very 
shabbily." 

Barbara fluslied crimson at the reproof. 
The apprentice, enjoying the one-sided duel, 



There was a pause, then 

" Mr. Rutland could pack this office with 
wori^ if you asked him," cried the assistant. 
" Of course I know that you and he have 
quarrelled. I heard you at it. There's no 
reason why I should suffer because of yom- 
quarrel. Mr. Rutland's a sport. Yon get 
him to keep the office open." 

With flaming cheeks Barbara turned upon 
her aggressor. 

" How dare you speak to me like that ! '* 
she demanded. " You've been listening ! 
That's just what I expect of you — now. 
Even if I were keeping my office open I 
shouldn't have you in it. Please go." 

" I'll go right now. And you'll hear from 
my cousin. See if you don't ! " 

The two girlfl swept out. Presently 
Bu!ba>ra beard the outer door bang. When 
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^e oouIdBummon up the courage she peeped 
into the other room. It was empty. They 
had left her alone. 

Barbara was too dispirited-, too unnerved 
to do anything. Silence descended upon 
the office. The three tj^-writing machines, 
purchased with such high hopes, on their 
little desks looked, infinitely forlorn. Their 
keyboards seemed to gaze at her with mute 
appeal for the touch of busy fingers. She 
glanced round the rooms, A roll top desk, 
a square of red carpet, several files, a few 
letter baskets, a box of paper fasteners, 
packages of paper and carbon^-these met 
her eyes. They represented what she had 
called Capital Accoxmt. She knew now that^ 
it was capital that had sadly depreciated. 
Second-hand furniture of this type was a 
drug on the market. She would have to 
sell it, of course. Would it cover her liabih- 
ties ? If not, what could they do to her ? 
She had visions of jail. Even if she did 
meet her debts, how "VfSh^ she. to live after-> 
wards ? . 
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She longed passionately for a friend who 
could advise her what to do. ^e shrank 
from seeking the sympathy of her girl friends. 
In her enthusiasm over her succ^a she had 
opened out her heart to them, shown them 
her droam castles. How humiliating to con- 
fess a failure so abject ! Besides, they knew 
no more of what one ought to do under suoh 
oircumstances than she did herself. Even 
the girl who had assailed her had a consin 
who was a solicitor ! At the thought she 
laughed hysterically. 

Late in the aft^noon she realized that she 
was faint for the want of food, and so went 
out to an A.B.C. shop close by. There she 
ordered milk and a bun, the fare on which 
BO many girls fancy they can fortify them- 
selves for the battle of busineMi. 

Aa these were set before her another gid 
joined her at the table. Barbara glanced at 
her. The girl was plain and shabbily dressed. 
Her face had the pinched look of one insuffi- 
ciently nourished. Barbara was struck by 
the look of pathetic weariness in hei eyes. 
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Suddenly the girl leaned forward. 

" You're Miss Linwood, aren't you ? " 
_ " Yes. How do you know ? " 

" I used to see you when you were at 
Keraland's. I was at Marton's, on the floor 
below." 

" Oh, yes. I think I've seen you, too." 

*' Please forgive me for what I'm going to 
say. I was HI some time ago and they 
didn't keep my place open for me. And I 
simply can't find anything else to do. I 
heard you'd opened a typewriting oflSce. 
I'm so glad to hear it's a success. I wonder — 
eould you give me a job ? I don't care what 
the salary is. It's like that with me now. 
I can give you good references. Forty and 
a hundred and twenty is my speed. I'd 
be so grateful " 

The girl's voice trailed oft. 

There was no doubting the truth of the 
girl's story. It was as a mirror in which she 
saw her own. The girl mistook her silence 
for Einnoyance. 

For a moment Barbara oonld not speak. 

, ^ ^'^oogk 
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*' I know it's impertinent of me to talk 
to you and to ask you this out of your office. 
But it is so difficult getting to see people in 
their offices. And I'm— -desperate." 

" What can I say," began Barbara, and she 
bit her lips to keep her. self -control, " except 
— I'm desperate, too." 
■ " What ! " 

" Yes. I'm closing down. The office is 
not a success. It's a failure. A horrible, 
ghastly failure." 

" But," stammered the girl, " I heard that 
Kersland's — ^that Mr. Rutland— — " . she 
broke off, with a flush. 

" Were at the back of me ? They were — 
at the start. I don't get their work now." 

" Oh, I'm so sorry ! " The comradeship 
of these two swept them together. 

" I'm sorry, too. I'd have loved to have 
been able to help you. But — I'm looking 
for a job, too." 

The girl watched her for a moment. Then 
she nodded. 

*' You'll soon find one. You are pretty, 
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I*m not. A plain girl has no chance unless 
she's simply awfully clever. I — I don't 
know where to go next ? " 

Barbara forced a cheerfulness she was 
far from feeling. 

" Come, come. Something must turn up 
for both of us," she cried. 

" But I can't wait any longer, Vm done." 

Barbara hesitated. Then 

" Come along and see me to-night," she 
cried. " Here is my address. I want 
somebody to talk to — somebody who under- 
stands. Don't forget Fll be waiting for you." 
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CHAPTER XV 

MOBB depressed than ever, Barbara left the 
tea shop. She had met a human document, 
of which she was Hkely to be the facsimile. 
The utter hopelessness of her position 
assailed her. It drove out the combata- 
tiveness in her nature. One cannot fight 
without weapons. Her armoury . was 
empty. Nothing seemed possible save 
surrender. But surrender to what ? The 
future was full of dread possibilities. 

Victoria Street was crowded with people, 
busy people, people who were prosperous. 
Outside the Army and Navy Stores was a 
queue of motor cars. On the pavement 
she had to press her way through the throng 
of shoppers — elegant, vivacious ladles with 
their escorts, kind looking ladies who remem- 
bered thftt they were their brother's keepers, 
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The world is full of people searching for lame 
dogs to help over stiles. But they are apt 
not to recognise the lame dog unless his 
coat is tattered and torn and his kennel is 
East of Aldgate. The lamest dog of all 
often keeps his coat in careful repair and his 
voice is not beard because he is too proud 
to bark. And this lame dog becomes more 
lame and more lame until Providence in 
her kindness makes him a dead dog, and ^e 
world never knows. 

Past the Stores she found her way impeded^ 
and she looked up to find the bold eyes of 
Max Rutland upon her. 

" Well, how goes it ? " he asked. 

Barbara lowered her eyes and made to 
pass on. He still held his ground- 

" Making good ? " he asked again. 

" Please let me pass." 

" Don't forget that I'll be glad to see you 
if work gets slack. I've simply heaps 
waiting for you to do." 

The glance she gave him was one of 
entreaty and terror* It was as thou^ the 
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devil were at her elbow, tempting her. Why 
didn't he leave her to suffer ? 

" I ask you to let me pass." 

" Eight ! Good afternoon, Misa Linwood. 
I'm still to be found at Kersland's." 

He bowed elaborately and pasBed on his 
way. 

Barbara breathed the freer when he had 
gone. Hia very presence was degrading. 
She knew him now in all his stark cruelty . 
and vindictiveness. She owed the ruin of 
her bosiness to him and to no one else. It 
had been he who had persuaded her to con- 
fine her work to that which he supplied. 
She now knew why. 

She went back to her empty office. A 
letter lay on the floor. She opened it ahd 
found a bill. That was all. 

She put the covers on the typewriters, 
closed the roll top desk, arranged a few pack- 
ages of paper and then locked up. She could 
not bear to wait on, idly, amid that silence, 
where but a few days ago the typewriters had 
rattled so merrily. 
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She went back to her flat and there repeated 
the inventory she had made at the office. 
A few sticks of fomiture. That was how a 
dealer woiJd describe them. Yet they repre- 
sented months of eager collecting. A gate- 
legged table {imitation antique) a Toby jug 
(doubtful) a wheel back arm-chair (Totten- 
ham Court Road), a carpet square (well 
worn), a little wooden bedstead, some non- 
descript chairs, a few dishes, two prints of 
little value — and that was all. She won- 
dered if she woidd get five pounds for the lot. 
And rent day was next week when she' must 
pay ten pounds. 

She was engaged in this melancholy 
valuation when the girl she had met in the 
afternoon arrived. Barbara put her melan- 
choly from her, and sought to inspire the 
other with optimism. The girl's name was 
Ahce Farquhar and it was an insignificant 
story she had to tell, a story of forced inde- 
pendence, of drudgery, of illness, of defeat. 

" You're quite right," was Barbara's con- 
clusion, " something's got to be done. By 
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both of us. Let us do it together. I don't 
know what — yet. I shall be in my office 
till the end of the week, anyhow. Come up 

and see me. After this week " she broke 

off, with a shaky laugh, " after this week 
I may not be in my office. They may kick 
me out. Heigho ! It's a funny world." 

" It's a beastly, horrible world." 

" Some people have the luck." 

*' I never had any." 

" All the more reason why it should come 
your way now. Come, cheer up, I'm bound 
to have a plan in my head by to-morrow." 

But she hadn't. In spite of a night of the 
most strenuous thinking she went to her 
office without having evolved any scheme 
whereby the situation might be saved. The 
very office seemed unfriendly and forbidding. 
The morning mail that awaited her consisted 
of a circular setting forth the virtues of a 
certain system of card indexiug. She opened 
her desk and took the cover off a typewriter. 
She disarranged some papers to give the 
room a semblance of work. There was 
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torture in the waiting, empty hours. She 
dared not leave the offioe in case the miracle 
aha prayed for happened and somebody 
arrived with something to be done. Her 
only visitor was the girl Alice Farquhar. 
There was an eager hopefulness in the ^Va 
eyes that Barbara found hard to dispel. 

" I haven't got a plan yet," she confessed, 
adding hurriedly, " at least not a very good 
one. One mustn't do things in a hurry." 

" Mustn't one ? " asked the girl, anxiously. 
" I wish you'd tell my landlady that. She's 
given "me notice to quit. I've replied to 
two advertisements this morning." 

" What sort of advertisements ? " 

*' Don't laugh. One is for a nursemaid 
and the other for a general servant." 

" I'm certainly not laughing. I hope you 
bag one of them. There — there doesn't 
seem to be anything going in our line. Til 
have to do the same, when — ^when I'm sold 
up." 

'* Is it as bad as that ? " 

" It's worse than that. My desu? girl. 
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there's no use protending. I'll never get a 
plan." Barbara epoke tragically. 

" Yon couldn't ask Mx. Rutland " 

began the other. 

Barbara turned upon her. " Don't you 
suggest such a thing. You don't know Mr. 
Rutland. He is the wickedest man alive." 

" What does it matter ? You don't 
expect a certificate otmoraUtyfrom any man 
you do buHuess with." 

*' You don't understand. I'd rather be 
sold up, lock stock and barrel, than take Mr. 
Rutland's work. I'd rather starve. I'd 
rather " 

" Starving's ' horrible. Have you ever 
tried it ? I have. There's nothing fine 
about it. It hurt^. It hurts real bad. It 
-gives you pains so that you can hardly 
breathe. It brings out aU the animal in 
you. You can't think of goodness when 
you're starving. Oh, I know what I'm 
saying. You needn't look at me like that. 
There's nothing I wouldn't do to avoid star- 
ving again. Nothing ! I would rather '* 
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" Stop ! Stop ! I can't bear it. Why- 
do you come to me and say such dreadful 
things ? " 

" They aren't a« dreadful as they aje true. 
They " 

The telephone beU rang shrilly. Barbara 
leapt to the receiver. 

" Is that Miss linwood. This is the Great 
North Railway. Can you do some work for 
us immediately ? — A lot of work ? Good. 
Then send round for it at once. Mind, we 
need it immediately. Ask for Mr. Rad- 
clifEe. Good-bye." 

Barbara sank into a chair. She vas deadly 
white. 

" What's the matter ? " cried the other. 

" It's — it's the miracle," panted Barbara. 
*' We're saved ! " 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Babbaba was her own messenger. As soon 
as she recovered from this miracle that 
had happened through the telephone she 
hurried to the oflBces of The Great North 
Railway and there enquired for Mr. Rad- 
olifEe. He was a youngish man with an 
anxious look in his eyes. He interviewed 
her through a brass grille. 

" What is it you want ? " he asked. 

" Miss Linwood is my name. You 
telephoned to me." 

" Miss Linwood ? Miss Linwood ? I 
didn't telephone for you," he replied. 

Barbara's heart sank like a plummet. 
Her first thought was that this was some 
hideous joke on Rutland's part, that to bis 
cruelty he was adding^torture. 

" Somebody telephoned from your office 
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asking il I could do some typewriting for 
you immediately. " I was told to ask for 
Mr. Radcli£(e," she replied, weakly. 

"Everything's put on to me," grumbled 
the man. " Wait and I'll enquire." 

He was gone an eternity — an eternity of 
dreadful doubt and fear. When she saw 
bi'n^ coming back to her she felt that she could 
not breathe for sheer suspense. If she had 
indeed been sent on a fool's erraild she felt 
that she could carry on no longer. She 
would give in. What giving in meant she 
did not stop to think. It might mean giving 
in to Rutland. It might, mean — anything. 
She clutched at the coxmter to support 
herself. 

" Well ? " she breathed, 

" Yes, it's all right. They might have 
told me. There's a heap of stuff — far too 
much for you to carry." 

" I'll take a cab," declared Barbara, in 
a thin voice; The office before her had 
become a blurr and Mr. Radcliffe a grotesque 
figure — all head and arms. 
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" All right. I'll send a commissionaire 
-down witli the stuff. Instructions are on 
the top of each set of documents. It's 
straightforward work. But it's needed right 
away." 

" I shall see that it's done at once." She 
hesitated and went on — " I should be glad 
if you could tell me how you came to ring 
me up?" She wanted to know -how the 
miracle had happened. 

" I'm sure I don't know. I say there, 
Jenkins. Fetch down that bundle of docu- 
ments addressed to Miss Linwood and put 
it in a taxi. Don't forget we want it sharp." 

And Mr. RadclifEe betook himself to his 
own duties. 

Barbara watched the commissionaire 
carry the bundle down to the street. It 
was a bulky bundle. Barbara exulted in its 
size. It meant work — ^work — work. She 
hoped that the Great North Railway did not 
think that she had a very large stafE that could 
put all the manuscript into type in the course 
of hours. She knew she would take days 
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over the job. But she would work at it 
till she dropped. 

Another miracle was that she had lieft 
Alice Farquhar in her ofl&ce. Together they 
would attack these documents. They meant 
everything to both of them. But she could 
not have tackled the lot by herself. 

Arrived at her office she tottered with the 
precious bundle up the long flight of stairsj 
and arrived panting and flushed and triump- 
haut. The girl waiting for her rushed to 
her assistance. 

*' Is it realty true ? " she cried. 

" Really and truly true. The days of 
miracles aren't yet over. Come on. Qaiok. 
Let's get to work." * 

They tore open the bundle and divided 
the spoils. Soon two machines were beating 
out a triumphant p^ean of failure averted. 
The sound was the grandest music in Bar- 
bara's ears. It meant aaSety and freedom 
and fresh hopes. It meant that never again 
would she despair. This bundle alone 
represented about twenty pounds of work. 
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There was no reason why there should not 
be more to follow. As the day wore on and 
these two -worked in silence and one pile 
of papers grew less and less and another 
grew higher, the dream castles rose again. 
One thought raised a shining wall. Barbara 
had time for only one thoaght apart from her 
work. It set her attacking hec machine 
with more vigour than ever. 

The only interraption was a call from her 
former assistant. The eyes of the girl grew 
large as she saw Barbara's frantic fingers 
and those of another girl hammering on the 
keys at her side. 

"I saw my cousin " she began, but 

Barbara intei;^pted her. 

" Oh, go away. I'm too busy to bother 
about your cousin to-day. You left before 
your week was up, so you've no claim. You 
can come in on Saturday for what I owe you." 

" Look here, that won't do, you know " 

" It's got to do. I'm too busy to talk to 
you. Hand me those pages over there, 
Hiss Farquhar, please." 
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" Then it's all a lie about your closing 
down T " cried the girl. 
"All a lie ! " cried Barbara, cheerfully. 
" Then you wanted to get rid of me ? " 
** I do now. I've said so. I'll talk to 
you on Saturday." 
" rU see my cousin about this." 
" Do— at once. Good afternoon." 
The girl tried very hard to think of some- 
thing particularly insulting to say to Bar- 
bara, hesitated and was lost. Barbara's 
" Good afternoon " was accompanied by a 
bright smile and a nod of dismissal. She 
turned and went away. 
" Good riddance ! " was Barbara's comment. 
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CHAPTER XVn 

Each day's work was delivered in the even- 
ing and on the third evening the job was 
finished. It was a somewhat anxious Bar- 
bara who handed over the last parcel. 

" That's the last of it," she said to Mr, 
Radcliffe. 

" Bight you are. Got a bill with you ? " 

" No. There's — ^there's no hurry." 

" As you like." 
'^ 3b— is there anything else I can do for 
you 1 " 

'* Not that I know of. Anything dse to 
go to Linwood's, Barker ? " he shouted. 

The reply was inaudible. 

" Wish people would speak out," grumbled 

}iSx. Badolifie. He was never really happy 

witJiout a grievance. " Wait a bit." . 

Another of those awful eternities that 
«e 
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panotUEkted Barbara's business career ensued. 
Had this job been a mere flash in the pan I 
Was it ended now ? Never mind ; she forced 
herself to be brave; there would-be more 
flashes. 

Instead ol BadclifFe there approached her 
another man, infinitely more gracious. 

" I must compliment you on your work, 
Miss Linwood," he said, " Particularly on 
the promptness of its delivery. We have 
more for you — a lot more — if you can let us 
have it with the same promptitude." 

And again the objects before Barbara took 
queer shapes and danced giddily about in 
tbe mist. She replied she knew not what, 
and her voice seemed to come from some- 
one else. She heard the reply. 

" We are much obliged. We'U send the 
boy along witb it early to-morrow. Good 
evening." 

He came forward and opened the door 
for her. In the darkness of the corridor 
she stpod still for a moment. She closed 
her^eyes. 
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*'0h, thank God! Thank God I " she 
breathed. 

Days of stress followed, busier days than 
Barbara had known all her life, and happier 
than she had experienced for long. Other 
work than that of the E»ilway Company 
came along and this time Barbara had learnt 
her lesson. She did not refuse it, but en- 
gaged another typist, and when the three 
girls could not overtake the work she farmed 
it out. 

These days gave her little time to think. 
Hot work demanded her whole attention, 
almost her entire time. Ou two occasions 
when she was working late, the Hght from 
her ofi&ce alone showing up in the building 
there might have been seen on the opposite 
pavement the figure of Alan Kennedy 
gazing wistfully upwards. He was relentless 
in the work he poured upon her. He told 
himself harshly that hard work never did 
anybody any harm — witness himself — and 
that the more Barbara had to do the less 
hkely she was to get into mischief. But he 
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pasaioDAtely longed to see her^ to satifify 
himself that she was well and happy and dafe 
Irom the schemes of Rutland. He longed 
to have just one glimpse within that office. 

It was hard that she should not know 
that his was the influence that sent the work 
tumbling in upon her. 

There was one momu^ when Barbara 
found a hulky envelope awaiting her. With- 
in was some manuscript and a letter. 

" Dear Miss Linwood," ran the letter. 
" If you will type this for me there will be 
plenty more to follow. Do forgive ihe and 
let bygones be bygones. Yours sincerely. 
Max Rutland." 

" AUoe," cried Barbara, " please tjrpe 
this. — • Miss Linwood regrets that she is un- 
able to undertake the enclosed work.' Sign 
it yourself, and send all this back to Mr. 
Rutland." 

The girl laughed. 

" How splendid to be able to do this J " 
she cried, and obeyed. 

Barbara could not deny that it was rather 
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splendid. She was winning and without 
the help, of the man who had plotted her 
defeat. She felt the better for the oppor- 
tunity of snubbiag him. 

It was characteriBtic of Max Rutland that 
he was impervious to snubs. Again and 
again he told himself that he was a fool to 
bother any more about the girl. And just 
as often the hunter in him forced him to 
return to the attack. An easy victory over 
Barbara would have pleased him little. 
But in all his experience no prey which he 
had selected had proved bo elusive as she. 
Time and again he had cried " Cheek," but 
he was still waiting for the Checkmate. 

It was in the hope of administering that 
that he called on Barbara. Visitors to 
Barbara's office were admitted without 
ceremony. The day had not yet arrived, 
and the ambition had gone, when she should 
receive suppliant directors of important 
companies in a private room furnished with 
■ green leather. All that happened was that 
her door opened, somebody announced 
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" Mr. Butland," and there he was, standing 
over her, as ahe plied her rapid fingers. 

Ah before, the very sight of him brought 
a dull sickness to ' her heart. Wonid she 
never get rid of this man ? She stopped 
typing, hesitated for a moment, and tbaa 
turned and faced him. 

" I thought," she said, and in spite of 
herself her breath came faster. " I thought 
that it was perfectly understood that 
your visits here were unwelcome and 
impertinent." 

" Oh, I hope not," he said, easily. " As 
a matter of fact " 

" A^ a matter of fact, if you persist in 
coming here I shall have to take steps to 
prevent it." 

He grinned at her. " What sort of steps ? " 
he asked. " Do you mean that you wiU put 
me out ? " 

*' I don't mean that. I mean that I ahaU 
have you put out," 

" I see." With amazing effrontery he 
sat down. " I'm sorry you sent back my 
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work the other day. Yoa put me in an 
awful hole." 

" I'm glad to hear it, But you mustn't 
wait here. I'm busy." 

" Capital I Capital ! What wonderful 
luck you have, Miss Linwood." 

She made no reply. 

" I suppose you think it's rather ripping 
to be able to chuck baok at me the work I 
ofEer you. Gietting your own back, as it 
were, eh ? " 

Still no reply from Barbara. She was 
wondering how the most effectually she could 
get rid of Rutland without making a scene. 

" You're doing a lot for the Great North 
Railway Company, I hear," he went on, 
" adding, after a pause. ' * Funny how you should 
get in touch with them. You remember — 
that was the. railway we estimated for ? 
You can't have forgotten that estimate, 
have you ? " 

Barbara sprang to her feet, her eyes 
flashing. 

" I don't beUeve now that Mr. Kennedy 

^"Wgl^ 
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was any more responsible for — for Dicey's 
getting those figures than — ^than you are,'^ 
she cried. 

Max Rutland laughed. 

" Of course you don't. I suppose^he has 
talked you over. Cute man, Kennedy." 

" If you don't leave my office at once, Mr. 
Rutland, I'll send down one of the girls for 
the porter to come and put you out." 

" It was a policeman the last time," he 
jeered. " A policeman is ever so much more 
interesting than a porter. Do let it be a 
policeman, Miss Linwood." 

She bit her Up with mortification. She 
felt utterly helpless to contend with a man so 
completely lost to all sense of chivalry, of 
decency even. 

" I ask you to go," she said, weakly. 

" Ah, that's better. Well, before I go 
I've something to ask you." He leant for- 
ward in his chair, looking upwards at her 
with a mahoious smile. "Don't you think 
it's rather rough on me to chuck my work 
and to take on Kennedy's instead ? After all. 
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I stood by yon when he didn't lift his little 
finger to help you." 

" Mr. Kennedy's work ! " repeated 
Barbara. " What on earth do you mean ? " 

" Oh, come now. Don't try to pull my 
leg. You kncfw as well as I do that it is 
Alan Kennedy's work that's running this 
office. Too bad, I call it. I'm not going to 
say anything against Kennedy, but, hang it 
all ! I must stick up for myself, I'm not 
going to let you think that " 

" You must be mad, Mr. Rutland," ex- 
claimed Barbara. " I do none of Mr.- 
Kennedy's work." 

" You needn't tell crams, because I know. 
You're busy nearly all the time with the 
Great North Railway's stuff." 

" Well ? " 

" Well, that's Kennedy's, isn't it ? " 

" Mr. Kennedy's ! " 

" Oh, you know that as well as I do. He's 
influencing every particle of work you get. 
Well, if you think it's fair to chuck back mine 
I can only think one thing, and that is, that 
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he's got round you. And it's e^sy to see 
why. Kennedy's in clover now. He's 
making money now. And so you've sent 
me out with -Uie washing. - Is that it ! 
Come, be frank with me. If Kennedy's 
running you now I shan't poach." 

" Infamous ! " cried Barbara. Her eyes 
werewide with horror atthe man's suggestion. 

" Infamous ? I agree. I don't think 
you've played the game with me. I simply 
want to know how I stand now. Are you 
oS with the old love and on with the older J 
Is that it, Miss Linwood ? " 

He rose and came very close to her, looking 
insolently into her eyes. 

Rutland's attitude was threatening now, 
and Barbara was thoroughly alarmed. She 
was about to call to the girls in the other 
room^forhelp to get rid'of her persecutor, even 
at the risk of a scene, when the door opened 
and Miss Farquhar came in with a bimdle 
of papers. 

" Mr. Jenkins brought these," she said. 

Mr. Jenkins was the stalwart commissionaire 
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from the offices of the railway company. 
An ez-soldier, he took a paternal interest 
in the " young ladies " of the typewriting 
office, and when he learnt that Barbara and 
he both came from the same North country 
town his interest was redoubled. 

" Has Mr. Jenkins gone ? " asked Barbara* 
in a sudden inspiration. 

'* No," and Miss Farquhar smiled. Mr. 
Jenkins at the moment was *' kindly oblig- 
ing " by moving a copying pres^. 

" Tell him I want to see him a moment." 

Mr. Jenkins made his appearance, smiling 
yet formidable. 

" Don't you want a receipt for these, Mr, 
Jenkins ? " asked Barbara. 

" I don't think it's necessary, miss. I see 
you've got 'em all right." 

" Very well. Thank you so much for 
bringing them round. As you go, do you 
mind taking this — gentleman with you ? " 

Mr. Jenkins' smile vanished. For a 
moment his puzzled glanced tinned from 
Barbara to Butland. Rutland's appearance 

-. ^;'>"8i^ 
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displeased him. He belonged to the type 
of man for whom Mr. JenMns was wont to 
declare he had no use. He could see that 
Barbara was agitated and that the other was 
very angry. 

" You oome on out of this." The stem 
tones of the regimental Sergeant-Major came 
back to Mr. JenMns. He spoke as one 
who must be obeyed. 

Max Rutland clapped Ms glossy silk hat 
on his head. He threw one glance at Bar- 
bara, and his eyes were bright with baffled 
rage. 

" Good morning," he said. " I'll write." 
Then he marched from the office. What 
he had intended to foe a dignified exit was 
somewhat marred by a collision with the 
copying press which, in the process of re- 
moval, now stood in his way. 

" I'm asking no questions, Miss Linwood," 
said Mr. Jenkins, sternly, " but I say as I've 
said before, and that is that young girls 
like you aint got no right to be alone like 
this. You're asking for trouble, you ore." 
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B^arbara wanted to cry, but laughed in- 
stead. 

'* When we're tremendously prosperoiM, 
Mr. Jenkins," she said, tremulously, " We'll 
get you to come and look after us." 

" It's nothing to joke about," he grumbled. 

" And I'm not joking, Mr. Jenkins. You 
are a man of experience. Tell me the best 
way of getting rid of objectionable people 
who simply won't go." 

*' The best way ? " Mr. Jenkins glanced 
at Barbara's desk. " I don't know about 
the best way, but a very good way would 
be to bash them on the head with that ruler 
of yours. They'd know then that you 
meant what you were saying." 

" I see. It's a good idea," said Barbara, 
gravely. " I think I'll try it — next time." 
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CHAPTER XVm 

Again Barbara was alone, and now witSi a 
new situation to face. If what Rutland 
had said were true — and she oould not doubt 
that it was true — ^then fresh complications 
had arisen. She was indebted now, not to 
the man who had proved himself a black- 
guard, but to the man whom she had accused 
of treachery, whom she had stormed and 
railed at, whom she had sent away with 
bitter taunts. i 

Where was her independence now ? She 
wondered why she had never before guessed 
the secret of this mysterious influx of work. 
She remembered now that all the firms from 
which she got work were firms with which 
in some way or another Alan was con- 
nected. Of course she saw it all now! He 
had got his friends to help her, She was 
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as much in his debt as if he were financing 
her. 

The thought waa at first intolerable. 
She had taken pride in living her own life, 
in carving her own career,, of being independ- 
dent of the influence of friends. And her 
Ufe and her career w^:^ all the moulding of 
. anoUier and her vaunted independence w^ 
gone. 

As she sat thinking, her elbows on her desk, 
her chin propped up in her hands, there 
came into her eyes a wistful look and into 
her mind gentler thoughts of Alan. 

How good he had been to her ! He had 
given 80 much and asked for nothing. He 
had come back to her only once and that to 
warn her of the man whom she had found out. 
He had tried to be to her as a guardian 
angel. He must have followed the vicis- 
situdes of her career, never obtruding 
himself. He and no other was tiie miracle 
worker. 

That was Alan's way. It had always been 
Alari's way. She remembered all his shy 
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kindneBs to her in the past. He had nevOT 
welcomed thanks. 

" I've been cruel — oh, how cruel ! — to 
Alan," she whispered to herself. " If . only 
I could go to him and tell him I am — sorry ! " 
She stairted up, her eyes glistening. 
" Why not ? " she demanded. 
Then the subtle suggestion of Max Butland 
came into her mind. Alan, he had said, 
was rich now. If she went to him now he 
would think that it was his changed circum- 
stances that had made all the difference. 
She wanted him poor again — ^poor so that' 
she could work for him, prove to him that 
there was nothii^ in the whole wide world 
that she would not do for him. 

Alan seemed farther off from her than 
ever now. He was her wealthy, influential 
patron now. She could, it is true, tell him how 
grateful she was. But she could not tell him 
she was sorry — more sorry than she could 
possibly express in words* She could not 
tell him that she wanted him to come back 
to h^. She could not tell him that her ideal 
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of independence waa her ideal no longer — 
that she needed him. She had sent him away, 
but she oould not bring him back 

She was glancing idly through aa illxistrated 
paper at mid-day when she was startled to see 
his photograph staring at her out of its pages. 
His expression was stem and grave. He 
looked far older than his years. He looked 
a man who realised his responsibihties, 
who had arrived at a just estimate of his 
position among men. This was not the Alan 
she knew — boyish, Hghthearted, ardent. 
The lips of the Alan of the old days had been 
forever parted in a smile, not tight and 
compressed with firm determination. The 
eyes of the Alan she knew were gay and 
laughing. The eyes of the man before her 
were liiose of one who had torn aside the 
veil and searched the vistas of the regions 
beyond. He haS, changed— chained terribly. 
This , man would accept her expressions of 
^ihanks, of sorrow and — pass on his r^olute 
way. 

Below the photograph she read. "lU^r 
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Alan Kennedy, one of the Liquidators of 
the Great North Railway." 

It was quite true what Rutland had said, 
then. Alan had soared far beyond her reach. 

As she worked on that afternoon she paused 
with a document from the railway ofl&ces 
in her hand and looked at it with strange 
wonderment. Perhaps Alan himself had 
directed this to be sent to her, mentioning 
her very name. She longed to hear him 
mention her name. A crumb for a heart 
that wa& hungry for his love ! 
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CHAPTER XIX 

Max Rtjtland's attempt at Checkmate had 
not come o£E. Instead, he himself had 
received a very uncomfortable check. He 
had moved his pieces juBt as he had intended 
to move them, yet something had gone 
wrong. His taunts had not had the efEect 
he had intended them to have. He had 
frightened Barbara, and he did not want to 
frighten her. He told himself that he would 
have recovered his advantage had it not been 
for the unwelcome appearance of the com- 
missionaire. StUl, to mix his own metaphor, 
Max Rutland flattered himself that he had 
a trump card yet to play. He would not 
again risk goiiig to see Barbara Linwood. 
He. relied on his trump card to bring her to 
see him. In the meantime he believed that 
a brandy and soda would do much to restore 
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his equammity. To secure that he turned 
into a bar in Vlotoria Street. 

He had no sooner entered than he wished 
he hadn't. Standing at the counter was a 
short, stout, long nosed man who hailed him 
with dehght. His pleasure at seeing Rutland 
was evidently as great as Rutland's dislike 
at seeing him. 

" Hullo, Rutland, my boy ! The very 

man I'm wanting to see. I was thinking 

, about you only this morning. . Why haven't 

you been along to see me lately ? What are 

you going to have ? " 

" I've been up to my eyes in it, Reubens," 
replied Rutland, nervously. " No, let me 
pay. What are you doing in this neigh- 
bourhood ? " 

" Just looking up some friends. Xet's 
sit down. I want a word with you." 

They carried their glasses to a table apart. 
Then Rutland's companion leant towarda 
him, confidentially. 

" Got Kersland's yet ? " He asked. 

Rutland shook his head. "Not yet. The 
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old fool is as slow as a tortoise. I can't get 
a decision out of him." 

" You must buck him up, see ? " 
" I am bucking him up., I'm at him every 
day." 

"You are not forgetting, are you, that 
you told me that he had pledged his word 
to accept your ofEer ? " 

" What I said was that it was a dead snip." 
" I don't think so. I don't lend money ou 
dead snips. Supposit^, ^my friend, he 
doesn't sell to you. Where am I, then ? " 

" Oh, you'll get your money all right." 
growled Rutland. 

" I hopp so. I shall make every endeavour. 
But I should feel more certain if you told 
me Kersland had come up to the scratch. 
I don't want to quarrel with you, Rutland, 
old boy, but I think you've diddled me. And 
I don'tUke being diddled." 

" I haven't diddled you. You wait a bit, 
and you'll see." 

" I've waited a loi^ time as it is. Now, 
I'll tell you what I'll do, I'll wait till next 
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Wednesday. If by next Wednesday yon 
can tell me that Kerslaad has accepted youi 
offer I'll wait a bit longer. If not " 

" WeU ? " 

" Well, I'll put you through it. It's my 
buraness, my bey. And I'm not in bosineas 
for my health, am 1 1 " 

" You don't give me much time." 

*' If you can't get Kra-dand's by next 
Wednesday then you'll never get it at alL 
And I'd like to see the colour of my 
money. Have another drink T Well, so 
long." 

Max Rutland followed the departure ol 
his dear friend Reubens with a malevolent 
stare. 

" Damned Jew ! " he muttered, after the 
manner of those who have borrowed money 
and can't see their way to pay it back. " I 
must get Kersland to toe the line — ^to-day." 

On second thoughts he did have another 
brandy and soda. In times of mental 'stxes 
Max Rutland placed great confidence in this 
stimulant. Thus fortified he went back to 
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his o:ffice. He found Mr. KerBland at his 

" Look here, what about my offer," he 
began, without ceremony. 

There was obvious resentment, in Mr. 
Kersland's glance. 

',' I have come to no decision yet," he re- 
plied, curtly. 

" Well, you've joUy well got to make up 
your mind." It was the brandies and sodas 
that were speaking. 

" I beg your pardon ! " 

" I said that you've got to joUy well make 
up your mind. You can't expect me to keep 
my offer open for ever. Playing me up, 
you are ! " 

" Mr. Rutland, you forget yourself ! I 
don't ask you to keep your offer open at all. 
I never invited your ofier," 

" You know you'll not get a better." 

" Perhaps not." 

Rutland mistook Mr. Kersland's suppressed 
indignation for nervous apprehension, and 
Ifbunched his ultimatum. 
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*' Well, you've got to take it or leave it. 
I want your decision now." 

" Very well. I leave it." 

Mai Rutland recoiled. 

" What ! " 

" I leave it." 

" You don't mean to Bay " 

*' I mean to say that I decline your offer." 

In the pause that ensued Butland came to 
his senses. A very serious situation had 
arisen. He must get round old Kersland 
somehow. 

" Look here, sir. I dare say I spoke 
hastily. I'm quite willing to discuss my offer. 
If it isn't enough -" 

" I do not wish to discuss your offer." 

" But, hang it all, you are a business man 
and — — ■" 

" That is why I refuse to discuss this 
business with you. You have had my last 
word. Leave the room." 

" You mean that you will consider no 
offer from me ? " cried Rutland, aghast. 

" Quite right. Now go." 

u^ .jii. Google 



A BUSINESS GERL 235 

" Bat — ^but—but — why not ?j" 
" I decline to give you my reasons." 
Rutland left t^e room, dazed. He had 
relied on his offer being accepted. For years 
and years be had had K^rsland round his 
little finger. Kersland had never disputed 
his judgment. And now, at the supreme 
test, Kersland had failed him. It was unac- 
countable. It was tragic. Unless he could 
persuade Kersland to change his mind he 
was in for a very uncomfortable time at the 
hands of Reubens. He would be sold up. 
He would certainly be ruined. It was a 
dreadful prospect. Max Rutland was very 
soft-hef«i«d 80 far as he himself was con- 
cerned. He considered himself that day the 
most ill used of men. 

In the evening, however, after drinking 
several glasses of the mixture he prescribed 
for himself he took fresh courage. He would 
pull Kersland round. He had never failed 
to do that before, and he wasn't going to 
fail t^is time. In any c£^e he was sure of 
his job. Kersland's couldn't do wiliiout 
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Ubbx Batland. He knew the buBiness from 
A to Z. "He would* mortgage his salary 
to satisfy Beubems. And thenfalirwonld be 
w^ell. 

In thisTpIeasant mood-*heWote'a letter to 
Barbara. It was a letter that pleased him 
infinitely. It had, be told himself, plenty 
of snap in it. There could be no mistaking 
its meaning. It was, a straight hit from the 
shoulder, and the blow would fall on two 
people — ^Barbara and Kennedy. 

He posted the letter himself. 

" She'll be bound to see me after she gets 
this," he said to himself. 
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CHAPTER XX 

BABBAaA LiNWOOD was atelier desk, open- 
ing lier morning's correspondence. The 
firet letter contained a substantial cheque 
from the Railway Company in respect of 
work done. The second was an enquiry 
from an engineering firm asking her terms. 
The third was from Max Rutland. 

Had she glanced at the writing on the 
envelope before tearing it open she would 
have returned' the missive unread. As it 
was, she began the reading of it with a frown 
of displeasure. 

" My dear Miss Linwood," it ran, " Develop- 
ments have occurred in the firm which^ 
make it exceedingly difficult for me any 
longer to hush up that transaction which 
your friend Kennedy had with Dicey's. . I 
am aware that you told me that you no 
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longer believe he divulged the figures which 
you gave him, but I have incontestable proof 
that he did. I have no wish to make trouble, 
for of course you realise that if the facts 
came out it would completely put the lid <m 
Kennedy's care^ and do you also any 
amoimt of harm. At the same time you 
will admit that I must safeguard my own 
interests. It is possible that a way out may 
be found and if you care to co-operate with 
me I shall be only too glad. In that event 
please oome and see me at Kersland's at 
your very earliest convenience. 

Yours sincerely. 

Max Rutland." 

Barbara read the letter again, and, as the 
full significance of its meaning dawned upon 
her, she was seized with horror. It was 
blackmail, sheer blackmail, blackmail of the 
vilest description. 

Rutland was striking at Alan K^medy 
now, threatening him with an exposure which 
had its basis on a fie. Of that she was 
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certain now. But oould Alan prove that it 
was a lie ? Was he not likely to be con- 
demned by circumstantial evidence — ^her 
own evidence ? And she knew how diffi- 
cult it was to stop the progress even of a lie 
once it was started. If Max Rutland carried 
out his threat and openly stated that Alan^ 
had sold his firm's secret to a rivals people 
would talk. It would be impossible to stop 
them talking. They would quote unctuously 
the well-known adage that there is never 
smoke without fire. And Alan would become 
suspect. His honour would be assailed. 
He would lose his proud position of 
inviolability. 

" If the facts come out it will put the lid 
on Kennedy's career." 

The Words were written in letters of fire. 
The facts ! Call them rather lies — ^hideous, 
cjniel, wanton, vindictive lies. But lies more 
potent even than facts. They are the Ues 
the world most greedily devours, finding 
them more salacious than facts. 

"It is possible that a way out may be 
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found, and^if yon oare to co<operate viiJi 
me — — " 

She read no more. Behind the euggea- 
tion she aaw the v<nrking of a sinister brain. 
He wMited to humiliate her, to force her to 
oome to him a suppliant, begging for mercy, 
ready to thrown over her loyalty to Alan and 
to accept in ite place his friendship. This 
time be was demandixig that she should go 
to him. He was asserting bis power. 

Barbara was in a pitiful q^uandary. Were . 
she to think of herself alone she would cast 
the letter into the waste pap^ basket. It 
deserved no less contemptuous fate. But 
there was Alan ! Rutland had placed Alan's 
good name in her hands. He had made 
her responsible for Alan's future careeF— 
A way out ? What possible way out could 
there be but her surrender ? ^e alternative 
appalled her. 

Then the thought occurred to her that, 
for all she knew, Max Rutland was black- 
mailing Alan at the same time^ demanding 
money as the price of his silence. It was 
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necessary that she should make certain about 
that. If that were the case then they ou^t 
to act togethw to combat their common foe. 
They must hare a plan for his defeat. It 
would be useless for one to give in and the 
other to hold out. . , . She longed for 
Alan*s counsel 

The more she thought over this phase of 
the situation the more convinced she became 
that she dared not act without Alan. Rut- 
land's threat aSectedthan both equally. She 
could not accept the responsibihty of 
defending him ag£unst the attack of a 
subtle and resourceful rogue. Acting on 
a sudden impulse she rang up the Railway 
Ck>mpany. 

'* Can I speak to Mr. Alan Kennedy, 
please?" she asked. "My name is Miss 
Unwood." 

" Wait a moment, I'll see," was the 
reply. 

She waited, impatiently. Whatever had 
to foe done must be done at once. She was 
certain that Rutland would be intolerant 
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of delay. In his chagrin he would spread 
his lie broadcast, and harm would be done 
that could never be undone. 

"Hullo? Yes?" 

" Mr. Kennedy is engaged at a board 
meeting. He will not be free all m«:aing. 
Will.you leave a message ? " 

" Yes. Tell him Miss Linwood wants to 
see him — ^must see him. On a matter which 
concerns himself. Bo you hear ? On a 
matter which concerns himself." 

" Miss Linwood wants to see] him on a 
matter which concerns himself," repeated 
, the voice. " Very good." 

" Tell him it's urgent, please." 

" The matter is urgent. Thanfe you. 
Very good. Good-bye." 

Barbara left the instrument, her heart 
beating wildly. She wondered if she had 
done right. How would Alan take this 
summons ? She had sent him away, was it 
likely that he would come back to her at 
her sudden call ? Yet it was all for his sake. 
He was in danger, and she wanted to help 
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him. She wondered if he would ever 

learn just how much she wanted to help 
him I 
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CHAPTER XXI 

Thb Board meeting did#not rise till two 
o'clock. Kennedy was passing out of the 
ofl&ce with one of the Directors when a clerk 
handed him a sHp of paper. 

" Telephone message, sir." 

" Miss Linwood wishes to see Mr. Kennedy 
on an urgent matter of busings which con- 
cerns himself," he read. 

" When did this message come'through'? *' 
he demanded. 

" About half-past ten, sir.*' 

" Why didn't you bring it to me at once ? 
Get me a cab — quick." 

All Alan's imperturbability vraa gone. A 
Budden excitement came upon him. He 
followed hard on the heelSjOf the clerk who 
had fied at his bidding. Barbara wanted 
to see him — ^Barbara wanted to see him 1 ^ 
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He could think of nothing efee. Barbara 
wanted to see him and he passionately 
wanted to see Barbara and at every moment's 
delay he fretted and fumed. She had sent 
him away and now she was calling bim back. 
What did it matter whom the business con- 
cerned ? Barbara wanted to see him ! 

He dashed up Barbara's stairs two at a 
time. He burst into the office. 

" Miss Linwood in ? " 

" No, sir. What name, please 1 " 

" Kennedy," 

" Oh, yes. Miss Linwood left this letter 
for you. She said you would miderstand. 
She has gone over to Kersland's." 

" To Kersland's ! " Alan tore open the 
envelope. The letter within was Rutland's 
to Barbara. Nothing more. 

He read the letter and then, crushing it 
in his hand, he thrust it into his pocket. It 
toldhimeverjrthing — every detail of Rutland's 
base scheme. One sentence rooted itself, in 
his brain : — * 

" I am aware that you told me that you no 
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longer believe tiiat he divulged the figures 
you gave him." 

, That meant ecstasy. She believed in him. 
The rest meant nothing. He could forgive ■ 
anything so long as she believed in him. 

But now was the time, ncft for thinking, 
but for action. 

Miss Farquhar, looking at him, came to 
the conclusion that he was the worst tempered 
man she had ever seen. She spoke to him 
and he did not even reply. ^ He stood, with 
lowered brows, snapping otit questions and 
seemingly quite careless of her replies. He 
seemed to be struggling with suppressed 
fury. And then, without a word, he went 
away. 

He went up the street to Kersland's, 
almost running. He burst into their office, 
like a whirlwind. 

" Mr. Kersland in ? " 

" No, sir." 

" Rutland ? " 

" He's engaged." 

" With Miss Linwood ? " 

B 
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" I don't know, sir. With a lady." " 

Alan swept the jonior clerk aside and strode 
into the office. 

Rutland's room was separated from the 
general office by a small room occupied by 
his secretary. She was still out at Itmch. 
This room was empty. Kemiedy hesitated 
one' moment before opening the door of 
Rutland's room and in that moment he heard 
his name mentioned. He stood still, listen- 
ing. Through the frail _ partition every 
word that was said could be distinctly heard. 
He heard Barbara's voice : — 

" I don't believe you. If what you say is 
true, you'd go ahead without all this scheming 
and fuss. I would sooner a thousand times 
believe in Mr. Kennedy than in you." 

Alan Kennedy heard — ^heard the tremor 
of her accents, heard with exultant pride her 
declaration of trust. But he did not 
move. 

" Very well. . As you like.. Then I'm to 
take what proceedings are necessary ? " It 
waa Rutland who spoke. 

D;l,zMb, Google 



A BUSINESS GIRL 253 

" Why should- any proceedings be 
necessary ? " asked Barbara, 

" Because of my business. Look here, 
I'm in a hole and all through you. I've 
shielded you and Kennedy, because — ^well^ 
because I've taken a fancy to you, I dare- 
say I'm acting Uke a fool, but there's a good 
deal of the fool in every man. You've heard 
my proposition. Why not accept it ? " 

" I can't — I can't. It's not fair. 
It's " 

" It is perfectly fair. It's a case of you 
being nice to me ttnd I being nice to you. 
Ill see you through all right." 

" And admit that Mr. Kennedy did this 
horrible thing ? " 

*' You've got to admit it, anyhow. Or 
let me prove it. There's no alternative." 

" Oh, what harm in the world has Mr. 
Kennedy done to you ? " 

" None at all. Not to me, personally. 
Except that you are thinking of him even 
now and not of me. Let me make things 
plain to you again. Very clearly you don't 
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want Alan Kennedy to go through the milL 
Very well. I shall see that he doesn't go 
through the mill. But my conditions are 
that you chuck up his work and do what I 
tell you. Surely you know on which aide 
your bread is buttered ? You are behaving 
like a youn^ fool. What good is Kennedy 
to you ? He sends you business. So can I. 
I tell you " 

" I don't want to hear any more." Alaa 
heard Barbara's voice shrill with anger. 
" I'm not going to deal with you. There 
can be no dealing with you, I've appealed to 
you. I've — — " 

" But you haven't yet admitted that 
you^e beaten," came the suave voice of 
Rutland. 

" I'm not beaten. I'll go to Mr. Kennedy 
and tell him. ..." 

" Wait. If it were worth my while there's 
quite a lot I could tell him, too. About 
you and me. Come, come, Barbara " 

" Stand hack l" 

Kennedy, in the adjoining room, heard 
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a quick cry of fear, a sudden movement. 
He flung open the door. 

At the interruption Max Rutland stood 
Btock still. Forgetting all that had happened 
Bwrbara sprang to Alan's side. 

" I knew you would come ! " she cried. 

Very gently Alan Kennedy drew her 
aside. He was watching Rutland, hk whole 
frame instinct with hatred, 

*' You were saying that if it were worth 
your while there's a lot you could tell me," 
he said, very quietly. " Come, I'U make it 
worth your while. Tell me." 

Rutland was taken at a disadvantage 
and he knew it. He was the picture of dis- 
comfiture, but he brazened the situation 
out. 

*' You get out of here," he cried. " Com- 
ing into a man's office like this ! I never 
heard the like of it." 

" Do you remember my telling you that I 
would see you down and out ! " asked 
Kennedy. He was motionless, save his hands, 
wbitih were clenching and unclenching. 
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" What about picey's T *' cried Bot- 
land. 

" That's what I want to ask you about," 
said Alan^ ahnost in a whisper. " What 
about Dicey's ? " 

" You sold us to Dioey's. You know you 
did." 

" No ; I didn't." 

" Who did then ? " flung back Max 
Rutland. 

There was a second's pause. Kennedy 
took a step forward. He came very near 
to Rutland. His eyes were fixed upon him. 

" You did ! " 

Rutland recoiled. " It's a lie ! " he gasped. 
Kennedy's eyes were upon him still. " You 
fool I " he breathed. 

" Giet out of this office," shouted Rutland. 
" This isn't your office. You can't act about 
here. You — — " 

" That is where you make a mistake," 
said Kennedy. " It is my office. I've 
bought Kersland's — lock, stock and beurel. 
I've a lot of things to see to in Kersland's. 
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Sut the first thing I*ve got to see to is — 
you ! " 

Rutland's eyes protruded from his head. 

" You— you've bought Kersland's I It 
oan't bo true. It — ^It " 

Alan Kennedy turned to Barbara. 

'* Qo out, please," he said. " I'U be with 
- you in a moment." 

She obeyed, terrified. 

For a moment she waited in the secretary's 
room. She heard Kennedy speaking again— 

" You are the worst bad lot I've ever yet 
come across. I've never thrashed a man 
in all my Ule before. I'm going to thrash 
you now." 

Then ^e heard Rutland cry out, with the 
ory of a frightened animal. 

" I'll summons you for this ! I'll have 
the law onyou I The nearest policeman " 

" You'll have your fill of the police — all 
in good- time. Meanwhile, I am going to 
thrash you." 

There was the sound of breaking glass as 
a stick upraised met the globe of an electric 
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light fitting. Then there was a scream of 
pain— and another — and another 1 

With her fingers to her ears Barbara made 
a dart to the outer door. She was brushed 
aside by a fleeing figure. It was Rutland. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

Alan Kbnnbdy came towards Barbara. To 
the excitement caused by his physical 
encounter with Rutland was added his em- 
barassment at meeting Barbara face to £ace. 
He was unprepared for the meeting. He had 
had no time to adjust himself to the new 
situation that had arisen. Barbara had been 
precipitated back into his life. He had forced 
himself to face the conclusion that she had 
gone from him forever, and now here she 
was beside him, and, looking at her, the " 
dreary inonths of their separation were 
blotted out, and their estrangement was as 
a hideous dream. 

She was silent, avoiding his eyes. -J All the 
courage which she had summoned to her aid 
in fighting Rutland had evaporated. She 
strove in vain to conquer her weakness. Her 
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realisation of danger escaped' brought its 
revulsion of feeling. The encounter had 
terrified her. The dramatic appearance of 
Alan on the scene was like the intervention 
of Providence. She had called on him for 
hi& help, and ho had come to Her, and now she 
did not know what to say to him. She was 
thinking of how she had sent him away. He 
had every right to be angry with her. He 
could no longer cherish tender thoughts of 
heT after her words of passion and scorn. 
She wanted to thank him for coming to her ; 
she wanted to tell him she was sorry, and 
she feared that what she might say would 
be misinterpreted. A barrier had arisen 
between them — the barrier of Alan Kennedy's 
new foiand success. 

The momentary pause that intervened 
seemed ■ interminable. From her nervous 
fingers slipped her handkerchief. She stooped 
to pick it up, and so did he and their hands 
met. He laughed constrainedly. 

" Thank you for sending for me," he said, 
awkwardly. 
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'* I — I had to," 8he said. " I "was 
afraid " 

" Of Rutland ? You need be afraid of 
him no longer." 

" I was afraid that he — that he would 
carry out his threat." 

. "i understand. You were fighting for 
me ? It was ve^y brave of you, Barbara." 

She dared not reply. In Alan's grufl 
accents she recognised his emotion. Her 
instinct told her that the man at her side 
still loved her. The discovery was some- 
thing stupendous. It was Uke the bursting 
of rt4d-3ummer sunshine in a night of 
darkness. The knowledge suffused her 
with warmth that intoxicated. What had 
happened was a tremendous miracle — too" 
tremendous immediately to be realised. 
She waited for him to go on, for the 
inevitable declaration that hung on his Hpa. 

The understanding that came to Barbara 
eame to Alan as well. He knew, as though 
she had told him, that her love was unfal- 
tering. In his eyes she was a thousand 
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timeB more beautiful than ever before. He 
saw breaking over her the dawn of glorious 
womanhood, sympathetic, underatanding, 
compassionate, penitent, forgiving, longing 
for forgiveness. He wanted to crush her 
to his heart, to stifle her protests with his 
kisses. He shrank from explanations, from 
expressions of remorse. He wanted to treat 
these lost months as if they had never been. 
He had no blame f ot- Barbara. All his blame 
was for himself. He ought to have been 
confident of her love. He ought to bave 
claimed it, and never let it go. 

Yet the eloquence of his emotions was 
dumb and inarticulate. All he could do 
was to stand before her like an abashed 
schoolboy. The mastery of his personality 
was swept aside by th& consciousness of his 
dependence for sheer desire to live on this 
all conquering love. The fruit of happiness 
was within his reach, and he hesitated to 
grasp it, scarce believing in the generosity 
of Fate. Back to him came the dear days 
when he and Barbara had looked the future 
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confidently in the face and found in it nothing 
to dismay. For, a moment he wondered how 
he had lived through these months that had 
promised only desolation. 

He forced himself to speak. 

"^Barbara You sent for me." At 

the sound of his own voice his courage 
returned. " Are you going to send me away 
again ? " Hia comx)elliqg eyes forced her 
to meet.his glance. 

" Do you forgive me, then ? " Her voice 
faltered. There were big tears in her eyes. 
" Oh, Alan, I can never forgivemyself." 

And at that all reserve fell from her like 
a cloak that had masked her feetlings. She 
faced him with eyes, shining and eager. 

*' You didn't believe what I said, did you, 
Alan ! I never meant it. Indeed, indeed- 
I didn't. Why didn't you scold me ? Why 
didn't you tell me that I was mad and wicked 
— oh, so wicked ! — ^to say such things ? . . , 
I wonder if you know how I've suffered I 
I have been punished, Alan." 

His arms were about her now* He held 
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her close to him, as a treasure he had lost 
and found. 

■ " Suffered ! I think I kno«', most precious 
of all. For I have suffered, too." 

" And it was all my fault ! Can you ever 
forgive me, Alan ? I don't think I can ever 
forgive myself." 

" It wasn't your fault," he protested, 

boyishly. " It was mine. I went away 

I ought to have stayed. Poor little Babs. 
... To think of these lost months ! " 

She drew back from him, gazing at him 
earnestly. 

" You are a rich man now, Alan," she 
said quickly. " Doesn't that make any 
difference ? " 

" Of course it does. A splendid differ- 
ence ! " 

" You don't think that I — that because 
you " 

He stopped her with a joyous laugh. 

" You dearest stupid ! I simply don't 
want to think of anything except that I've 
got you again. Can you undeTstemd what ' 
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that means to me ? It means — every- 
thing ! " 

" And it means everything to me. I — I 
don't think, Alan, that I could have kept 
on much longer without you." 

She was smiling, but there were tears in 
her voice. Ail the fight was gone from 
Barbara now. She was eager to give in. 
Only in surrender was happiness to be 
found. . 

" You have been so good to me — all 
through," she whispered. " I've found all 
that out. He told me." 

" Rutland ? " 

She nodded. 

" Let's forget htm," Alan said, gruffly. 

" I'd like to. Are you sure — quite sufo— 
that he can do you no h^om ? " 

" Quite certain ! " Alan laughed joyously. 
'' If I judge the man rightly we'll never see 
him again. Don't let's talk about him. 
We've got such heaps of other things to 
taJk about." 

She smiled back at him and instead 
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of talking they fell into more eloquent 



In the Q,ater room, the typist, returned 
from her lunch, sent her nimble fingers over 
the keys of the machine. 

Barbara laughed suddenly. 

" Those papers that arrived from the 

Railway Company this morning," she said. 

" I promised to have them typed by this 

~ afternoon. They'll never be done in time. 

Will you be cross ? " 

" Most certainly ! So crom that I'll 
send you no more work.'* 

" You're joking T " 

" I'm not. My dearest girl, you've got 
to make sacrifices, too. You've got to sacri- 
fice your husiness. You've got to sacrifice 
your independence. You are going to be 
my wife, my dearest. No more earning your 
own Uving and doing as you like. It's a 
big sacrifice. I think I know jxist how big 
it ia. Am I worth it, old girl ? It isn't too 
late to draw back yet. Am I worth it 7 
Am I worth staying at home for, and botheEring 
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about serraata for, and doing all sorts of 
irksome jobs about a house for, and losing 
one's independence for ? I know Fm not. 
God knows Tm not. No man is. But will 
you take this new job on — ^for the sake of 
the man who can't do without you ? Wll 
you take it on ? I'll make things as easy as 
I can for you. I'll never forget the sacrifice 
you are making. I'll be so good to yon. 

" You've always been good to me — al- 
ways. And. what you call a sacrifice is the 
greatest joy I can think of. Only—" she 
broke off. " I do almost wish you were 
poor again." 

" So that you could keep on at your ofl&ce ? " 

" So that I could prove to you that it is 
you and only you that matters to me. It 
would be so E^lendid to be able to help yon . 
in your work — ^in our work." 

He looked at her with a queer smile. 

" % know what I'm going to give you as a 
wedding present," he said. 

" What J " 
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" You wait." 

" No, tell me. I hate waiting." 
" But it won't be long, will it, darling ? " 
Barbara laughed and shook her head. 
He drew her to him and kissed her Ups. He 
was about to kiss her again when the door 
opened, and a scandalized typist who waited 
instructions appeared before them. 

The typist told her friends that night that 
Afr. Kennedy was no better than he ought 
to be, and that if the Government knew 
what he did with himself when he was 
supposed to be on the railway work, the 
Government would look out for somebody else. 
And, following on this pronoimcement, there 
are people who will tell you, even to this day, 
ih&t Sir Alan Kenuedy'^had^a wild and lun3 
past. 
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CHAPTER XXin 

Babbaba had had a busy and exciting day. 
In the morning she had told her stafi the 
tremendous news of her immedia-te wedding, 
and she had told them that the busine^ was 
their's if they cared to carry it on. There 
had been a scene. Tears and laught^ had 
alternated. It had all been most frightftdly 
exciting. 

Then, in the afternoon, Alan and ^e had 
visited a soUcitor and signed the documents 
that put them in possession for a number 
of years of a deHghtful little old-world house 
quite near the Abbey. They had driven to 
this house from the soUcitors and there they 
had met an elegant gentleman from Totten- 
ham Court Road who had accepted Barbara's 
views on house furnishing with the reject 
due to a valued customer. 
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Now she was back in her office to take 
a last look round and to reoonoile herself to 
the delicious fate in store for her on the 
morrow, when she was to be married. The 
ceremony was to take place in a Registrar's 
office. An exalted govemmeat official had 
lent his yacht for th«r hoUday. They 
were to board her in the li^diterranean. 

The evening of an Indian summer's day 
sent its genial warmth into the office. Bm- 
bara's staff had gone home. The type- 
writing machines were shuttered down. She 
drew down the lid of her roll top desk. It 
closed with a snap. The sound was like a 
full stop hammered out on her keys. It 
meant the end. The end and the beginning. 
It was over. Her business life was at an 
end. Its worries and success, its trials and 
triumphs, its suspense and surprises — ^fchey 
were all over. The close of an epoch was not 
without its pathos. Only the thought of 
what was to come kept Barbara from feeling 
utterly miserable. Something very great and 
very eventful was coming into her life, but 
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something very groat and very engrossing 
was going out of it. She would not be sin- 
cere did she not regret the passing of the 
keyboards that had meant her hving. These 
keys would rattle on the morrow, but at 
another's direction, and for another's living. 
Barbf^a felt just a little sad. 

Then she thought of Alan, and she forgot 
her sadness. A vista of wonderful happiness 
opened itself before her. The -days of loneli- 
ness were at an end. Whatever the future 
held in store for her she would have as her 
sure shield the protection of Alan's love, the 
sympathy of his big understanding hesu't. 

One chapter of her life was at an end, but 
it was a chapter she would read again and 
again, and in the re-reading all the sting would 
leave the poignant parts, and only sweet 
memories remain — ^joyous thoughts of the 
happiness of busy days, of moments of exal- 
tation, of difficulties overcome. She had no 
regrets now, but only pride in the thought 
how her days of independence were really 
days of dependence, and that Alan had all 
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through guided the destinies of her enter- 
prise. In spite of misunderstandings their 
union had never been interrupted. She 
oould not do without Alan. Alan could not 
do without her. In their mutual dependance 
was laid the foundation of years of joy. 

Through the windows came the music of 
the evensong of the business day. The doors 
of other offices opened and shut.. Qieery 
voices said " Good-nig^t." Barbara's lips 
parted in a smile. Another moment, and to 
the caretaker whom she could hear in the 
passage at his sweeping she too would say 
good-night, and pass on herjray to the new 
life that awaited her. The old life had been 
good. The new life was to be far, far better. 
She drew in a deep breath. 

" I really don't know," she was thinking, 
" how other girls exiflt without Alan^ Surely 
there can be nobody in the whole world so 
happy as I." 

And then her ofiSce door opened and Alan 
stood there, with his boyish smile on his 
lips, exuberantly happy. 
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*' I couldn't keep from coming up to help 
you to say good-bye," he said. " FeeHng 
just a little miserable, sweetheart ? " 

" SCserable ! No ! But oh ! so wonder- 
fully happy." 
■^ He drew her towards him. 

" I've got that wedding present," he said. 

" Do tell me what it is," ^e begged. 

" It's a typewriter,'* he laughed. " One 
just the same as you've been using. It'll 
remind you of all you've sacrificed to make 
me happy. You will type letters for me on 
it. They will all say the same thing. They 
will say " My dear wife, I love you very 
much. Do you love me.? Yoiu: loving 
husband." 

" There's too much ' love ' in it," she 
laughingly protested. 

" There can never be too much love," he 
replied. 

Thb End. 
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